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By -Mr.s G A R R I C K\ 
Whoe’er thou arc, v/itli reverence tread 
The facr'ed m a nitons of the dead— 

Not that the m on u mental bull . 

Or fumpt’uous tomb bere guard? the.duil 
Of rich or great ; (let wfeskh, rank, birth. 
Sleep undilt'if.guifii’d id ;the. earth ;) 

This fimpie urn records* V name, ^ . 

That fhioeV with moft exalted fame. 

Reader l kiLgcnius, talle refin’d, 

A native elegance of mind ; 

If virtue, fcierice, manly fenfc ; 

If wit, that never gave oiFer t ce ; 

The cleareil head, -the tcndcrdthcarr. 

In thy „etteem e’er claim’d a part; / 

Ah 1 finite* thy 'breaft, and dfop.a tear; 
Fdr know*, 't'hT. She n hone’s dull lieshere. 
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PREFACE. 



Great part of the poetical works of Mr. 



Shenstone, particularly his Elegies and 
Paftorals, are (as he himfelf exprefles it) “ The 
exadt tranfcripts of the fituation of his own 
mind and abound in frequent allufions to his 
own place, the beautiful fcene of his retirement 
from the world. Exclufively therefore of our 
natural curiofity to be acquainted with the 
hiftory of an author, whofe works we perufe with 
pleafure,fome Ihort account of Mr. Shenstone’s 
perfonal character, and fituation in life, may not 
only be agreeable, but abfolutely necelfary, to 
the reader ; as it is impoffible he fliould enter 
into the true fpirit of his writings, if he is en- 
tirely ignorant of thole circumftances of his life, 
which fometimes fo greatly influenced his re- 
fledtions. 

I could wilh however that this talk had been 
allotted to fome perfon capable of performing it 
in that mallerly manner which the fubjedt fo 
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well deferves. To confefs the truth, it was 
chiefly to prevent his remains from falling into 
the hands of any one flill lefs qualified to do 
him juftice, that I have unwillingly ventured to 
undertake the publication of them myfelf. 

Mr. Shenstone was the eldefl: fon of a 
plain uneducated country gentleman in Shrop- 
shire, who farmed his own eflate. The father, 
fenflble of his fon’s extraordinary capacity, re- 
folved to give him a learned education, and 
fent him a commoner to Pembroke College 
in Oxford, defigning him for the church : but 
tho’ he had the moft aweful notions of the 
wifdom, power, and goodnefs of God, he never 
could be perfuaded to enter into orders. In 
his private opinions he adhered to no particular 
fedt, and hated all religious difputes. But 
whatever were his own fentiments, he always 
fhevved great tendernefs to thofe, who differed 
from him. Tendernefs, indeed, in every fenfe 
of the word, was his peculiar characteriftic j 
his friends, his domeftics, his poor neighbours, 
all daily experienced his benevolent turn of mind. 
Indeed, this virtue in him was often carried to 
fuch excefs, that it fometimes bordered upon 
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weaknefs : yet if he was convinced that any of 
thofe ranked amongft the number of his friends, 
had treated him ungeneroufly, he was not eaiily 
reconciled. He ufed a maxim, however, on fuch 
occafions, which is worthy of being obferved 
and imitated “ I never (faid he) will be a 
revengeful enemy ; but I cannot, it is not in my 
nature, to be half a friend.” He was in his 
temper quite unfulpicious; but if fufpicion was 
once awakened in him, it was not laid afleep 
again without difficulty. 

He was no ceconomift ; the generality of his 
temper prevented him from paying a proper 
regard to the ufe of money : he exceeded there- 
fore the bounds of his paternal fortune, which 
before he died was conliderably encumbered. But 
when one recollects the perfedt paradile he had 
railed around him, the holpitality with which 
he lived, his great indulgence to his fervants, 
his charities to the indigent, and all done with 
an eftate not more than three hundred pounds 
a year, one Ihould rather be led to wonder that 
he left any thing behind him, than to blame 
his want of ceconomy. He left however more 
than fufficient to pay all his debts j and by his 
A 2 will 



will appropriated his whole eftate for that pur- 
pofe. 

It was perhaps from fome confiderations on 
the narrownefs of his fortune, that he forbore 
to marry; for he was no enemy to wedlock, 
had a high opinion of many among the fair fex, 
was fond of their fociety, and no ftranger to the 
tendered: impreffions. One, which he received 
in his youth, was with difficulty furmounted. 
The lady was the fubjedt of that fweet paftoral, 
in four parts, which has been fo univerfally 
admired ; and which, one would have thought, 
mull have fubdued the loftieft heart, and fof- 
tened the mod: obdurate. 

His perfon, as to height, was above the 
middle flature, but largely and rather inelegant- 
ly formed : his face feemed plain till you con- 
vened with him, and then it grew very pleafing. 
In his drefs he was negligent, even to a fault ; 
though when young, at the univerfity, he was 
accounted a Beau. He wore his own hair, 
which was quite grey very early, in a par- 
ticular manner ; not from any affectation of An- 
gularity, but from a maxim he had laid down, that 

without 
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without too flavilh a regard to fashion, every 
one fhould drefs in a manner mod fui table to his 
own perfon and figure. In fhort, his faults 
were only little blemifhes, thrown in by nature, 
as it were on purpofe to prevent him from rifing 
too much above that level of imperfection al- 
lotted to humanity. 

f' v 

His charader as a writer will be diftinguilhed 
by fimplicity with elegance, and genius with 
corrednefs. ~ He had a fublimity equal to the 
highefl: attempts ; yet from the indolence of his 
temper, he chofe rather to amufe himfelf in 
culling flowers at the foot of the mount, than to 
take the trouble of climbing the more arduous 
fleeps of Parnassus. But whenever he was dif- 
pofed to rife, his fteps, tho’ natural, were noble, 
and always well fupported. In the tendemefs 
of elegiac poetry he hath not been excelled ; in 
the fimplicity of paftoral, one may venture to fay 
he had very few equals. Of great fenfibility 
himfelf, he never failed to engage the hearts 
of his readers : and amidft the niceft attention 
to the harmony of his numbers, he always took 
care to exprefs with propriety the fentiments 
of an* elegant mind. In all his writings, his 

greatnefs 
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greatefl difficulty was to pleafe himfelf. I re- 
member a paflage in one of his letters, where, 
Ipeaking of his love fongs, he fays — “ Some 
“ were written on occafions a good deal ima- 
“ ginary, others not fo ; and the reafon there 
“ are fo many is, that I wanted to write one 
*' good fong, and could never pleafe myfelf.” 
It was this diffidence which occalioned him to 
throw alide many of his pieces before he had 
bellowed upon them his laft touches. I have 
fupprefled feveral on this account; and if among 
thofe which I have feledted, there Ihould be 
difcovered fome little want of his finishing 
polilh, I hope it will be attributed to this caufe, 
and of courfe be excufed : yet I flatter myfelf 
there will always appear fomething well worthy 
of having been preferved. And though I was 
afraid of inferting what might injure the cha- 
radter of my friend, yet as the Iketches of a 
great mailer are always valuable, I was un- 
willing the public Ihould lofe any thing material 
of fo accomplilhed a writer. In this dilemma 
it will ealily be conceived that the talk I had to 
perform would become fomewhat difficult. How 
I have acquitted myfelf, the public mull judge. 
Nothing, however, except what he had al- 
ready 
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ready publifhed, has been admitted without the 
advice of his moft judicious friends, nothing' 
altered, without their particular concurrence. 
It is impoffible to pleafe every onej but ’tis 
hoped that no reader will be fo unreafonable, as 
to imagine that the author wrote lolely for his 
amufement : his talents were various ; and 
though it may perhaps be allowed that his ex- 
cellence chiefly appeared in fubjeCts of tendernefs 
and fimplicity, yet he frequently condefcended 
to trifle with thofe of humour and drollery: 
thefe, indeed, he himfelf in fome meafure de- 
graded by the title which he gave them of Le- 
vities: but had they been entirely rejected, 
the public would have been deprived of fome 
Jeux d’esprits, excellent in their kind, and 
Mr. Shenstone’s character as a writer would 
have been but imperfectly exhibited. 

But the talents of Mr. Shenstone were not 
confined merely to poetry* his character, as a 
man of clear judgment, and deep penetration, 
will belt appear from his profe works. It is 
there we muft fearch for the acutenefs of his 
underftanding, and his profound knowledge of 
the human heart. It is to be lamented indeed, 
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that force things here are unfinifhed, and can 
be regarded only as fragments : many are left as 
tingle thoughts, but which, like the fparks of 
diamonds, tbew the richnefs of the mine to 
which they belong; or like the foot of a Her- 
cules, difcover the uncommon ftrength, and 
extraordinary dimentions of that hero. I have 
no apprehenfion of incurring blame from any 
one, for preferving thefe valuable remains : they 
will difcover to every reader, the author’s fen- 
timents on feveral important fubjedts. And 
there can be very few, to whom they will not 
impart many thoughts, which they would never 
perhaps have been able to draw from the 
fource of their own refledtions. 

But I believe little need be faid to recommend 
the writings of this gentleman to public atten- 
tion. His charadter is already fufficiently efta- 
blithed. And if he be not injured by the in- 
ability of his editor, there is no doubt but he 
will ever maintain an eminent ftation among 
the belt of our Englith writers. 



R. DODSLEY. 
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PREFATORY ESSAY 

O N. 



ELEGY. 



/ T is obfervable , that difcourfes prefixed to 
poetry are contrived very frequently to inculcate 
fuch tenets as may exhibit the performance to the 
greatejl advantage. ’The fabric is very commonly 
raifed in the firft place, and the meafures , by which we 
are to judge of its merit , are afterwards adjufted. 



There have been few rules given us by the critics 
concerning the JlruRure of elegiac poetry ; and far 
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be it from the author of the following trifles , to dig- 
nify his own opinions with that denomination. He 
would only intimate the great variety of fubje£ts, and 
the different * ftyles in which the writers of elegy 
have hitherto indulged themfelves , and endeavour to 
jhield the following ones by the latitude of their ex- 
ample. 

If we conflder the etymology of the f word, the 
epithet which J Horace gives it , or the confeffion 
winch § Ovid makes concerning it , I think we may 
conclude thus i much however \ that elegy, in its true 
and genuine acceptation , includes a tender and que- 
rulous idea: that it looks upon this as" its peculiar 
charafteriflic , and fo long as this is thoroughly fuf- 
tained , admits of a variety of fubjehfs \ which by its 
manner of treating them , it renders' its own . It 
throws its melancholy Hole over pretty different ob- 
jects \ which , like the dreffes at a funeral proceffion> 
gives them all a kind of folemn and uniform appear - 
cnce. 

It is probable that elegies were written at firft up- 
on the death of intimate friends and near relations ; 



* This cflay was’ written near twenty years ago. 
t «-particulam dolendi. 

J Miferabiles elegos. Hor. 

$ Heu nimis ex <vcro nunc tibi nomen erit. 

Ovid. deMorte Tibulli. 
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Celebrated beauties, or favourite miflreffes ; bene- 
ficent governors and illuftrious men : one may add 
perhaps^ of all thofe , who are placed by Virgil in 
the laurel-grove* of his Elyfnim , {Vide HurdV 
J)iffertation on Horace^ Epifile) 

Quique fui memores alios fecere merendo. ‘ 

After thefe fubjefis were fnjficiently exhaufied y and 
the feverity cf fate difplayed in the moft affefting in - 
fiances , the poets fought occafion to vary their com- 
plaints and the next tender fpecies of forrow that 
prefented itfelf \ was the grief of abfent or negle&ed 
lovers . And this indulgence might be indeed allowed 
them ; but with this they were not contented . They 
bad obtained a frnall corner in the province of love , 
and they took advantage , from thence , to over-run 
the whole territory . They fling its fpoils , triumphs , 
ovations^ and rejoicings *, as well as the captivity and 
exequies that attended it. They gave the name of elegy 
to their pleafantries as well as lamentations \ 'till at 
lajl, through their abundant foitdnefs for the myrtle, 
they forgot that the cyprefs was their peculiar garland. 

In this it is probable they deviated from the original 
defign of elegy ; and it .fhould fcem> that any kind of 
fiibjetts , treated in fuch a manner as to diffufe apleafing 

* Dicite Io Paean, & Io bis dicite P*ean. Ovid. 
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melancholy , might far better deferve the name, than 
the facetious mirth and libertine fejlivity of the fuc- 
cefsful votaries of love . 

But not to dwell too long upon an opinion which may 
feem perhaps introduced to favour the following per- 
formance , it may not be improper to examine into the 
ufe and end of elegy . 'the moft important end of all 
poetry is to encourage virtue . Epic and tragedy 

chiefly recommend the public virtues elegy is of a 
fpecies which illuflrates and endears the private. 
there is a truly virtuous pleafure connected with many 
penfive contemplations , which it is the province and 
excellency of elegy to enforce, this , by prefenting 
fuitable ideas , has difcovered fweets in melancholy 
which we could not find in mirth *, and has led us 
with fuccefs to the dufty urn, when we could draw 
no pleafure frcm the fparkling bowl ; as paficral 
conveys an idea of Jimplicity and innocence , it 
is in particular the tafk and merit of elegy to fhew 
the innocence and Jimplicity of rural life to ad- 
vantage ; and that , in a way diftinht frcm paftoral, 
as much as the plain but judicious landlord may be 
imagined to furpafs his tenant both in dignity and 
underftanding. It Jhould alfo tend to elevate the 
more tranquil virtues of humility, difintereftednefs, 
fimplicity, and innocence : but then there is a de- 
gree of elegance and refinement , no way inconfiftent 
with thefe rural virtues \ and that raifes elegy above 

that 
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that merum rus, that unpolilhed rufiicity , which 
has given our paftoral writers their higheft reputation. 

Wealth and fplendor will never want their proper 
weight : the danger is, left they Jhculd too much pre- 
ponderate. A kind of poetry therefore which throws 
its chief influence into the other fcale , that magnifies 
the fweets of liberty and independence , that endears 
the honeft delights of love ajid friendftoip , that cele- 
brates the glory of a good name after death , that ridi- 
cules the futile arrogance of births that recommends 
the innocent amufement of letters , and infenfibly pre- 
pares the mind for that humanity it inculcates, fuch 
a kind of poetry may chance to pleafe and if it 
pleafe , fhould feem to be of fervice. 

As to the ftyle of elegy, it may be well enough de- 
termined from what has gone before . It fhould imi- 
tate the voice and language of grief ; or if a meta- 
phor of drefs be more agreeable , it fhould be fimple 
and diffufe , and flowing as a mourner's veil . A ver- 
Jification therefore is defireable , which , by indulging 
a free and unconflrained exprejfon, may admit, of that 
fimplicity which elegy requires. 

Heroic metre , with alternate rhime , feems well 
enough adapted to this fpecies of poetry > and , how- 
ever exceptionable upon other occafions , its inconve- 
niences appear to lofe their weight in fhorter elegies ; 

B 4 and 



8 A PpvEfatory Essay on ELEGY. 

end its advantages fcem to acquire an additional im- 
portance. The world has an admirable example of its 
beauty in a' collet! ion of elegies * not long fince pub- 
lifted ^ the produtl s of a gentleman of the moft cxatl 
tafte , and whofe untimely death merits all the tears 
that elegy can Jhed. 

It is not imp off lie that fome may think this metre 
tGO lax and prof aic : others, that even a more dijfolute 
variety of numbers may have fuperior advantages . 
And, in favour of thcfe lafi , might be produced the 
example of Milton in his Lycidas, together with 
one or two recent and beautiful imitations of his ver- 
ification in that monody. But this kind of argument , 
I am apt to think, muft prove too much ; fince the 
writers I' have in view fcem capable enough of recom- 
mending any metre they f to all chufe ; though it muft be 
owned alfo, that the choice they make of any , is at 
the fame time the Jirongeft preemption in its favour. 

Perhaps it may be no great difficulty to cpmpromifc 
the difpnte. There is no one kind of metre that is 
diftinguifhedby rhimes, but is liable to feme objection or 
ether. Heroic verfe, where every fecond line is ter- 
minated by a rhime, ( with which the judgment re- 
quires that the fenfe fhould in fome meafure alfo termi- 
nate) is apt to render the exprejfion cither fcanty or 

# N. B. This preface was written near twenty years ago. 

confirained. 
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confirained. And this is fometimes. cbfervable in the 
writings of a poet lately deceafed •, though I believe no 
one ever threw fo much fenfe together with fo much 
cafe into a couplet as Mr. Pope. But as an air of 
conftraint too often accompanies this metre , it feems 
by no means proper for a writer of elegy. 

The previous rhime in Milton’s Lycidas is very 
frequently placed at fuch a diflance from the follow- 
ing. , that it is often dr opt by the memory (much better 
employed in attending to the fentiment) before it be 
brought to join its partner : and this feems to be the 
greateft object ion to that kind of verjification. But 
then the peculiar eafe and variety it admits of. \ are no 
doubt fufficient to overballahce the objection, and to 
give it the, preference to any other , in an elegy of 
length. 

The chief exception to which ftanza of all kinds is 
liable , is, that it breaks the fenfe too regularly, 
when it is continued through a long poem. And this 
may be perhaps the fault of Mr. Waller’j excellent 
panegyric. But if this fault be left difcerr.ible in 
fmallcr compofitions, as I fuppofe it is, I flatter. my- 
felf, that the advantages I have before mentioned re- 
fulting from alternate rhime ( with which ftanza is, 
I think , connetted) may , at leaft in, Ihorter elegies , 
be allowed jo cut -weigh its imperfections. 



I Jhall 
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1 pall fay but little of the different kinds of elegy'. 
The melancholy of a lover is different , no doubt , from 
what we feel on other mixed occaftons. ‘The mind in 
which love and grief at once predominate , is foftened 
to an excefs. Love-elegy therefore is more negligent 
of order and defign , and, being addreffed chiefly to the 
ladies , requires little more than tendemefs and perfpi - 
cuity. Elegies , that are formed upon promifeuous in- 
cidents,- and addreffed to the world in general, incul- 
cate fome fort of moral, and admit a different degree 
of redfoning , thought, and order. 

The author of the following elegies entered on his 
fubjehls occaiioiially, as particular incidents in life 
fuggefted, or difpojitions of mind recommended 
them to his choice. If he deferibes a rural landfkip, 
or unfolds the train of fentiments it infpired , he fairly 
drew his piRure from the fpot -, and felt very fenf.bly 
the affeHion he communicates. If he fpeaks of his 
humble ped, his flocks and his fleeces, he does not coun- 
terfeit the feene •, who having ( whether through choice 
or necefflty , is not material) retired betimes to country- 
fclitudes, and fought his happinefs in rural employments, 
has a right to conflder himfelf as a red pepherd. 
The flocks, the meadows, and the grottos, are his own, 
and the embellipment of his farm bis foie amufement. 
As the fentiments therefore were infpired by nature, 
and that in the earlier part of his life, he hopes they 
will retain a natural appearance ; diffufmg at leafl 
feme 
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fome part of that amufement , which he freely acknow- 
ledges he received from the compojition of them . 

There will appear perhaps a real inconfiftency in 
the moral tenour of the feveral elegies ; and the fub - 
fequent ones may fometimes feem a recantation of the 
preceding. The reader will fcar'cely impute this to 
overjight •, but will allow , that men's opinions as well 
as tempers vary j that neither public nor private , 
aElive nor fpeculative life , are unexceptionably happy , 
and confequently that any change of opinion concern- 
ing them may afford an additional beauty to poetry , 
as it gives us a more firiking reprefentation of life . 

If the author has hazarded throughout, the ufe of 
Englifh or modern allnfions, he hopes it will not be 
imputed to an entire ignorance, or to the leaft difejleein 
of the ancient learning. He has kept the ancient 
plan and method in his eye, though he builds 
his edifice with the materials of his own nation. 
In other words, through a fondnefs for his native 
country, he has made ufe of the flowers it produced , 
though, in order to exhibit them to the greater ad- 
vantage, he has endeavoured to weave his garland by 
the beft model he could find : with what fuccefs, be- 
yond his own amufement, muft be left to judges lefs 
partial to him than either his acquaintance or his 
friends . — If any of thofe Jhould be fo candid, as to 
approve the variety of fubjelfs he has chofen , and the 

2 tendcrnefs 
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tendernefs of fentiment he has endeavoured to imprefs , 
he begs the metre alfo may not be too fuddenly con- 
demned. ■’The public ear , habituated of late to a 
quicker meafure , may perhaps confider this as heavy 
and languid ; but an objection of that kind may gra- 
dually lofe its force , if this meafure fhould be allowed 
to fuit the nature of elegy. 

If it fhould happen to be confldcred as an objection 
with others, that there is too much of a moral cafi 
diffufed through the whole ; it is replied. , that he en- 
deavoured to animate the poetry fo far as not to ren- 
der this objeElion too obvious j or to rifque excluding 
the fafhionable reader : at the fame time never de- 
viating from a fixed principle , that poetry without 
morality is but the bloflom of a fruit-tree. Poetry 
is indeed like that fpecies of plants , which may bear 
at once both fruits and bloffoms , and the tree is by no 
means in pcrfefiion without the former, however it 
may be embellifhed by the flowers which furround it. 



ELEGY- 




He arrives at his retirement in the country , and takes 
occafion to expatiate in praife of fimplicity. To a 
friend. 

F OR rural virtues, and for native fkies, 

I bade Augusta’s venal fons farewel ; 

Now, mid the trees, I fee my fmoke arife •, 

Now hear/ the fountains bubbling round my cell. 

O may that genius, which fecures my rf ft, 

Preferve this villa for a friend that’s dear ! 

Ne’er may my vintage glad the fordid breaft ! 

Ne’er tinge the lip that dares be unfmcere ! 

Far from thefe paths, ye faithlefs friends, depart ! 

Fly my plain board, abhor my hoftile name ! 

Hence ! the faint verfe that flows not from the heart, 
But mourns in labour’d ftrains, the price of fame 1 
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O lov’d fimplicity.! be thine the prize ! 

Afliduous art correct her page in vain ! 

His be the palm who, guiltlefs of difguife. 

Contemns the pow’r, the dull refource to feign ! 

Still may the mourner, lavilh of his tears 
For lucre’s venal meed, invite my fcorn ! 

Still may the bard diflembling doubts and fears. 
For praife, for flatt’ry fighing, figh forlorn ! 

Soft as the line of love-fick Hammond flows, 
’Twas his. fond, heart, effus’d, the melting theme ; 

Alt!- never could Aon ia.’s hill djfclofe 
So fair a fountain, or fo lov’d a ftream. 

Ye lovelefs bards,! intent with artful pains 
To form a figh, or to contrive a tear ! 

Forgo your Pindjus, and on plains 

Survey Camilla’s charms, and grow fincere. 

But thou, my friend ! while in thy youthful foul 
Love’s gentle tyrant feats his aweful throne. 

Write from thy bofom— let not art controul 
The ready pen, that makes his edifts known. 

Pleafing when youth is long expir’d, to trace 
The forms our pencil, or our pen defign’d ! 

“ Such was our youthful air and fhape and face ! 

** Such the foft image of our youthful mind ! 
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oft whilft we fleep beneath the rural bow’rs. 

The loves and graces fteal unfeen away j 
Ind where the turf diffus’d its pomp of flow’rs, 
We wake to wint’ry fcenes of chill decay ! 

’urfe the fad fortune that detains thy fair ; 

Praife the foft hours that gave thee to her arms ; 
’aint thy proud fcorn of ev’ry vulgar care, 

When hope exalts thee, or when doubt alarms. 

Vhere with CEnone thou haft worn the day. 

Near fount or ftream, in meditation, rove ; 
f in the grove CEnone lov’d to ftray. 

The faithful mufe fhall meet thee in the grove. 
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ELEGY II. 

On pojlhumous reputation. ‘To a friend. 

O G R I E F of griefs ! • that envy’s frantic ire 
Should rob the living virtue of its praife ! 

O foolifli mufes ! that with zeal afpire 

To deck the cold infenfate Ihrine with bays ! 

When the free fpirit quits her humble frame, 

To tread the Ikies with radiant garlands crown’d. 
Say, will Ihe hear the diftant voice of fame ? 

Or hearing, fancy fweetnefs in the found ? 

Perhaps ev’n genius pours a flighted lay ; 

Perhaps ev’n friendfhip flieds a fruitlefs tear ; 

Ev’n Lyttelton but vainly trims the bay, 

And fondly graces Hammond’s mournful bier. 

Tho’ weeping virgins haunt his favour’d urn. 

Renew their chaplets, and repeat their fighs ; 

Tho’, near his tomb, Sabsan odours burn, 

The loit’ring fragrance will it reach the Ikies ? 

No, lhou’d his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 

Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain : 

Yet the dear hope of Delia’s future care 

Once crown’d his pleafures, and difpell’d his pain. 

Yes 
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Yes — the fair profpeft of furviving praile 
Can ev’ry fenfe of prefent joys excel '• 

For this, great Hadrian chofe laborious days ; 
Thro’ this, expiring, bade a gay farewel. 

Shall then our youths, who fame’s bright fabric raife. 
To life-’s precarious date confine their care ? 

O teach them you, to fpread the facred bafe. 

To plan a work, thro’ lateft ages fair ! 

Is it fmall tranfport, as with curious eye 
You trace the ftory of each Attic fage, 

To think your blooming praife fhall time defy ? 
Shall waft like odours thro’ the pleafing page ? 

To mark the day, when, thro’ the bulky tome. 
Around your name the varying ftyle refines ? 

And readers call their loft attention home. 

Led by that index where true genius fhines ? 

Ah let not Britons doubt their focial aim, 

Whofe ardent bofoms catch this ancient fire ! 
Cold intereft melts before the vivid flame. 

And patriot ardours, but with life, expire l 
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* ELEGY III. 

On the untimely death of a certain learned acquaintance. 

I F proud Pygmalion quit his cumbrous frame. 
Funereal pomp the fcanty tear fupplies •, 

Whild: heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 

Lo ! here the brave and the puiflant lies. 

When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends. 
Pageant nor plume diftinguifh Alcon’s bier •, 

The faithful mufe with votive fong attends. 

And blots the mournful numbers with a tear. 

He little knew the fly penurious, art ;■ 

That odious art which fortune’s fav’rites know j 
Form’d to bellow, he felt the warmefl heart. 

But envious fate forbade him to bellow. 

He little knew to ward the fecret wound ; 

He little knew that mortals cou’d enfnare ; 

Virtue he knew ; the noblelt joy he found, 

To fing her glories, and to paint her fair ! 

Ill was he (kill’d to guide his wand’ring Iheep ; 

And unforefeen difaller thin’d his fold ; 

Yet, at another’s lofs, the fwain would weep ; 

And, for his friend, his very crook were fold. 



Ye 



Ye Tons of wealth ! prate £t the mufe’s train ; 

From winds prated them* and with food fupply 
Ah ! helplefs they, to ward the threaten’d pain ! 
The meagre famine, and the wint’ry Iky ! 

He lov’d a nymph : amidft his (lender ftore, 

He dar’d to love ; and Cynthia was his theme ; 
He breath’d his plaints along the rocky Ihore, 

They only echo’d o’er the winding ftream. 

His nymph was fair ; the fweeteft bud that blows. 
Revives lefs lovely from the recent ftiow’r ; 

So Philomel enamour’d eyes the role; 

Sweet bird ! enamour’d of the fweeteft flow’r ! 

He lov’d the mule ; Ihe taught him to complain ; 

He faw his tim’rous loves on her depend ; 

He lov’d the mufe, altho’ Ihe taught in vain j 
He lov’d the mufe, for Ihe was virtue’s friend. 

She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ; 

She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain ; 

She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 
Of vice’s brothel, forth to virtue’s fane. 

He wilh’d for wealth, for much he wilh’d to give ; 

He griev’d that virtue might not wealth obtain ; 
Piteous of woes, and hopelefs to relieve, 

The penfive profpeft fadden’d all his ftrain. 
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I faw him faint ! I faw him fink to reft ! 

Like one ordain’d to fwell the vulgar throng ; 

As tho’ the virtues had not warm’d his breaft. 

As tho’ the mufes not infpir’d his tongue. 

I faw his bier ignobly crofs the plain ; 

Saw peafant hands the pious rite fupply : 

The generous ruftics mourn’d the friendly Twain, 
But pow’r and wealth’s unvarying cheek was dry ! 

I 

Such Alcon fell ; in meagre want forlorn ! 

Where were ye then ye powerful patrons, where ? 
Wou’d ye the purple Ihou’d your limbs adorn, 

Go wafti the confcious blemifh with a tear. 
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* ELEGY IV. 

Ophelia’.? urn. To Mr. G . 

T HRO’ the dim veil of ev’ning’s dufky fhade. 
Near fome lone fane, or yew’s funereal green, 
What dreary forms has magic fear furvey’d ! 

What fhrouded fpedres fuperftition feen ! 

But you fecure fhall pour your fad complaint. 

Nor dread the meagre phantom’s wan array ; 
What none but fear’s officious hand can paint. 

What none, but fuperftition’s eye, furvey. 

The glim’ring twilight and the doubtful dawn 
Shall fee your ftep to thefe fad fcenes return : 
Conftant, as cryftal dews impearl the lawn. 

Shall St rephon’s tear bedew Ophelia’s urn ! 

I 

Sure nought unhallow’d fhall prefume to ftray 
Where deep the reliques of that virtuous maid : 
Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way. 

Where foft Ophelia’s dear remains are laid. 

Haply thy mufe, as with unceafing fighs 
She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin’d. 

May fee light groups of pleading vifions rife ; 

And phantoms glide, but of celeftial kind. 
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Then fame, her clarion pendent at her fide, 

Shall feek forgivenefs of Ophelia’s lhade *, 

“ Why has fuch worth, without diftinftion, dy’d. 
Why, like the defert’s lilly, bloom’d to fade ?” 

Then young fimplicity, averfe to feign. 

Shall unmolefted breathe her foftefl: figh : 

And candour with unwonted warmth complain. 
And innocence indulge a wailful cry. 

Then elegance with coy judicious hand. 

Shall cull frefh flow’rets for Ophelia’s tomb: 
And beauty chide the fates’ fevere command. 

That fhew’d the frailty of fo fair a bloom ! 

And fancy then with wild ungovern’d woe. 

Shall her lov’d pupil’s native tafte explain : 

For mournful fable all her hues forego, 

, And afk fweet folace of the mufe in vain ! 

Ah gentle forms expert no fond relief ; 

Too much the facred nine their lofs deplore : 
Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of grief— 
Your beft, your brighteft fav’rite is no more. 
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ELEGY V. 



He compares the turbulence of love with the tranquillity 
of friendjkip. To Melissa his friend, 

F ROM love, from angry love’s inclement reign 
I pafs awhile to friendlhip’s equal Ikies ; 

Thou, gen’rous maid, reliev’d: my partial pain. 

And chear’It the victim of another’s eyes. 

’Tis thou, Melissa, thou deferv’ffc my care : 

How can my will and reafon dilagree ? 

How can my pafiion live beneath delpair ! 

How can my bofom figh for aught but thee ? 

Ah dear Melissa ! pleas’d with thee to rove. 

My foul has yet furviv’d its drearieft time ; 

111 can I bear the various clime of love ! 

Love is a plealing, but a various clime ! 

So fmiles immortal Maro’s fav’rite fhore, 
Parthenope, with ev’ry verdure crown’d ! 

When ftrait Vesuvjo’s horrid cauldrons roar. 

And the dry vapour blafts the regions round. 

Oh blisful regions ! oh unrival’d plains ! 

When Maro to thefe fragrant haunts retir’d ! 

Oh fatal realms ! and oh accurfl: domains ! 

When Pliny, ’mid fulphureous clouds, expir’d! 
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So fmiles the furface of the treacherous main. 

As o’er its waves the peaceful halcyons play ; 
When foon rude winds their wonted rule regain, 
Andfky and ocean mingle in the fray. 

But let or air contend, or ocean rave ; 

Ev’n hope fubfide amid the billows toft ; 
Hope, ftill emergent, ftill contemns the wave. 
And not a feature’s wonted fmile is loft. 
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ELEGY VI. 

«■ 

To a lady on the language of birds. 

t 

C OME then, Dione, let us range the grove. 
The fcience of the feather’d choirs explore ; 
Hear linnets argue, larks defcant of love, 

And blame the gloom of folitude no more. 

My doubt fublides — ’tis no Italian fong. 

Nor fenfelefs ditty, chears the vernal tree : 

Ah ! who, that hears Dione’s tuneful tongue. 

Shall doubt that mufic may with fenfe agree ? 

And come, my mufe ! that lov’ft the filvan lhade ; 

Evolve the mazes, and the mill difpel : 

Tran (late the fong ; convince my doubting maid. 

No folemn dervife can explain fo well. — 

Penlive beneath the twilight lhades I fate. 

The flave of hopelefs vows, and cold difdain ! 
When Philomel addrefs’d his mournful mate. 

And thus I conftru’d the mellifluent ftrain. 

i* Sing on, my bird — the liquid notes prolong. 

At ev’ry note a lover lheds his tear ; 

Sing on, my bird — ’tis Damon hears thy fong ; 

Nor doubt to gain applaufe, when lovers hear. 

He 
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He the fad fource of our complaining knows ; 

A foe to Tereus, and to lawlefs love ! 

He mourns the ftory of our ancient woes ; 

Ah ! cou’d our mufic his complaints remove I 

Yon’ plains are govern’d by a peerlefs maid ; 

And fee, pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted Iky, 
A train of lovers court the checquer’d lhade ; 

Sing on, my bird, and hear thy mate’s reply. 

Ere while no fhepherd to thefe woods retir’d ; 

No lover bleft the glow-worm’s pallid ray ; 

But ill-ftar’d birds, that lift’ning not admir’d. 

Or lift’ning envy’d our fuperior lay. 

Chear’d by the fun, the vafials of his pow'r. 

Let fuch by day unite their iarring ftrains ! 

But let us chufe the calm, the filent hour. 

Nor want. fit audience while Dione reigns.” 
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ELEGY VII. 

f 

He defcribes his vi/ion to an acquaintance. 

Cat era per terras omnes animalia , See. Virg. 

/ 

O N diftant heaths, beneath autumnal Ikies, 
Penfive I faw the circling lhades defeend j 
Weary and faint I heard the ftorm arife, 

While the fun vanilh’d like a faithlels friend. 

No kind companion led my fteps aright ; 

No friendly planet lent its glim’ring ray ; 

Ev’n the lone cot refus’d its wonted light. 

Where toil in peaceful dumber clos’d the day. 

Then the dull bell had giv’n a pleafing found ; 

The village cur ’twere tranfport then to hear ; 

In dreadful filence all was hulh’d around, 

While the rude ftorm alone diftrefs’d mine ear. 

As led by Orwell’s winding banks I ftray’d, 
Where tow’ring Wolsey breath’d his native air; 
A fudden luftre chas’d the flitting lhade. 

The founding winds were hulh’d, and all was fair. 

Inftant a grateful form appear’d confeft *, 

White were his locks with aweful fcarlet crown’d. 
And livelier far than Tyrian feem’d his veft. 

That with the glowing purple ting’d the ground. 

3 “ Stranger 



Stranger, he faid, amid this pealing rain. 
Benighted, lonefome, whither wou’dft thou ftray ? 
Does wealth or pow’r thy weary ftep conftrain ? 
Reveal thy wifh, and let me point the way. 

For know I trod the trophy’d paths of pow’r ; 

Felt ev’ry joy that fair ambition brings ; 

And left the lonely roof of yonder bow’r. 

To ftand beneath the canopies of kings. 

I bade low hinds the tow’ring ardour fhare ; 

Nor meanly rofe, to blefs myfelf alone : 

I fnatch’d the fhepherd from his fleecy care, 

And bade his wholefome diftate guard the throne. 



Low at my feet the fuppliant peer I faw ; 

I faw proud empires my decifion wait •, 

My will was duty, and my word was law. 

My fmile was tranfport, and my frown was fate.” 

Ah me ! faid I, nor pow’r I feek, nor gain ; 

Nor urg’d by hope of fame thefe toils endure ; 

A Ample youth, that feels a lover’s pain. 

And, from his friend’s condolance, hopes a cure. 

He, the dear youth, to whofe abodes I roam. 

Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend ; 

Yet for his fake I leave my diftant home, 

' Which oaks embofom, .and which hills defend. 

Beneath 
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Beneath that home I fcorn the wintry ‘wind •, 

The fpring, to {hade me, robes her faireft tree j 
And if a friend my grafs-grown threfhold find, 

0 how my lonely cot refounds with glee ! 

Yet, tho’ averfe to gold in heaps amafs’d, 

1 wifh to blefs, I languifii to bellow •, 

And tho’ no friend to fame’s obftreperous blaft, 
Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 

Too proud with fervile tone to deign addrefs ; 

Too mean to think that honours are my due, 

Yet Ihou’d fome patron yield my {lores to blefs, 

I fure Ihou’d deem my boundlefs thanks were few. 

But tell me, thou ! that, like a meteor’s fire, 

Shot’ft blazing forth ; difdaining dull degrees ; 
Shou’d I to wealth, to fame, to pow’r alpire, 

Mull I not pafs more rugged paths than thefe ? 

Muffc I not groan beneath a guilty load, 

Praife him I fcorn, and him I love betray ? 

Does not felonious envy bar the road ? 

Or falfehood’s treach’rous foot befet the way ? 

Say fnou’d I pafs thro’ favour’s crowded gate. 

Mull not fair truth inglorious wait behind ? 
Whilft I approach the glitt’ring fcenes of Hate, 

My bell companion no admittance find ? 
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[ 3 ° ] 

Nurs’d in the Ihades by freedom’s lenient care, 
Shall I the rigid fway of fortune own ? 

Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare 

To fpurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 

* 

And when proud fortune’s ebbing tide recedes. 
And when it leaves me no unfhaken friend. 

Shall I not weep that e’er I left the meads. 

Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend ? 

Oh ! if thefe ills the price of pow’r advance. 
Check not my fpeed where focial joys invite ! 
The troubled vifion call a mournful glance. 

And fighing vanifh’d in the lhades of night. 
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ELEGY VIII. 

Lie describes his early love of poetry , and its conferences-* 
’ToMr.G . * 1745. 

A H me ! what envious magic thins my fold ? 

What mutter’d fpell retards their late increafe ? 
Such lefs’ning fleeces muft the fwain behold. 

That e’er with Doric pipe eflays to pleafe. 

I faw my friends in ev’ning circles meet ; 

I took my vocal reed, and tun’d my lay j 
I heard them fay my vocal reed was fweet j 
Ah fool ! to credit what I heard them fay 1 

Ill-fated bard ! that feeks his (kill to fhow, 

Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear ! 

Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 
To guide his doubtful ftep, has more to fear. 

Nor cou’d my G miftake the critic’s laws, 

Till pious friendlhip mark’d the pleafing way ; 
Welcome fuch error ! ever bleft the caufe ! 

Ev’n tho*'it led me boundlefs leagues aftray ! 



* N. B. Written after the death of Mr. Pope. 
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Couldft thou reprove me, when I nurs’d the flame 
On lill’ning Cherwell’s ofier banks reclin’d ? 
While foe to fortune, unfeduc’d by fame, 

I footh’d the biafs of a carelefs mind. 

Youth’s gentle kindred, health arid love were met ; 

What tho’ in Alma’s guardian arms I play’d ? 

How lhall the mufe thofe vacant hours forget ? 

Or deem that blifs by folid cares repaid ? 

Thou know’ll how tranfport thrills the tender breall. 
Where love and fancy fix their op’ning reign ; 

How nature Ihines in livelier colours dreft. 

To blefs their union, and to grace their train. 

So firlt when Phoebus met the Cyprian queen. 

And favour’d Rhodes beheld their paflion crown’d, 
Unufual flow’rs enrich’d the painted green ; 

And fwift fpontaneous rofes blulh’d around. 

Now fadly lorn, from Twitnam’s widow’d bow’r. 
The drooping mufes take their cafual way ; 

And where they flop, a flood of tears they pour ; 
And where they weep, no more the fields are gay] 

Where is the dappled pink, the fprightly rofe ? 

The cowflip’s golden cup no more I fee : 

Dark and difcolour’d ev’ry flow’r that blows, 

To form the garland, Elegy ! for thee ! — 

' Enough 
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Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead *, 

Ah might we now the pious rage controul ! 

Hufh’d be my grief ere ev’ry fmile be fled. 

Ere the deep fwelling figh i'ubvert the foul ! 

If near fome trophy Ipring a ftripling bay. 

Pleas’d we behold the graceful umbrage rife ; 

But foon too deep it works its baneful way, 

And, low on earth, the proftrate * ruin lies. 

* Alludes to what is reported of the bay-tree, that if it is 
planted too near the walls of an edifice, its roots will work their 
way underneath, till they deftroy the foundation. 
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ELEGY IX. 

He defcriles his difmterejiednefs to a friend . 

I N E’E R muft tinge my lip with Celtic wines j 
The pomp of India muft I ne’er difplay ; 

Nor boaft the produce of Peruvian mines. 

Nor, with Italian founds, deceive the day. 

Down yonder brook my cryftal bev’rage flows •, 

My grateful fheep their annual fleeces bring 
Fair in my garden buds the damafle rofe, 

And, from my grove, I hear the throftle fmg. 

My fellow fwains ! avert your dazled eyes ; 

In vain allur’d by glitt’ring fpoils they rove ; 

The fates ne’er meant them for the Ihepherd’s prize. 
Yet gave them ample recompence, in love. 

They gave you vigour from your parent’s veins ; 

They gave you toils ; but toils your finews brace ; 
They gave you nymphs, that own their amorous pains. 
And fhades, the refuge of the gentle race. 

To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames. 
See ! polilh’d fair, the beech’s friendly rind ! 

To ling foft carrols to your lovely dames. 

See vocal grotts, and echoing vales aflign’d ! 

Wou’dft 



Wou’dft thou, my Strephon, love’s delighted Have ! 
Tho’ fure the wreaths of chivalry to'lhare, 

Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave ? 

And giving, bade thee in remembrance wear. 

i 

111 fare my peace, but ev’ry idle toy. 

If to my mind my Delia’s form it brings, 

Ha's- truer worth, imparts fincerer joy. 

Than all that bears the radiant ftamp of kings. 

O my foul weeps, my breaft with anguilh. bleeds. 
When love deplores the tyrant pow’r of gain ! 

Difdaining riches as the futile weeds, 

I rife fuperior, and the rich difdain. 

Oft from the ftream, flow-wandering down the glade, 
Penfive I hear the nuptial peal rebound ; 

“ Some mifer weds, I cry, the captive maid, 

“ And fome fond lover flckens at the found.” 

Not Somerville, the mufe’s friend of old, 

Tho’ now exalted to yon ambient fky, - 

So fhun’d a foul diftain’d with earth and gold. 

So lov’d the pure, the generous breaft, as I. 

Scorn’d be. the wretch that quits Fis genial bowl, 

His loves, his friendlhips, ev’n his felf, refigns ; 

Perverts the facred inftinft of his foul. 

And to a ducate’s dirty fphere confines. 
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But come, my friend, with tafte, with fcience bleft. 
Ere age impair me, and ere gold allure j 
Reftore thy dear idea to my breaft. 

The rich depofit {hall the fhrine fecure. 

Let others toil to gain the fordid ore. 

The charms of independence let us fing ; 

Bleft with thy friendlhip, can I wifli for more ? 

I’ll fpurn the boalted wealth of * Lydia’s king. 



* Crccfus. 



ELEGY 



X. 



[ 37 J 

ELEGY 

T' o fortune , fuggejling his motive for repining at her 
difpenfations, 

A S K not the caufe, why this rebellious tongue 
Loads with frefli curfes thy detefted fway ; 
Aik not, thus branded in my fofteft fong. 

Why ftands the flatter’d name, which all obey ? 

’Tis not, that in my Ihed I lurk forlorn. 

Nor fee my roof on Parian columns rife ; 

That, on this breaft, no mimic ftar is borne. 

Rever’d, ah ! more than thofe that light the Ikies. 

’Tis not, that on the turf fupinely laid, 

I fing or pipe, but to the flocks that graze ; 

And, all inglorious, in the lonefome fhade. 

My finger ftiffens, and my voice decays. - 

Not, that my fancy mourns thy ftern command. 
When many an embrio dome is loft in air ; 

While guardian prudence checks my eager hand. 
And, ere the turf is broken, cries, “ Forbear. 

“ Forbear, vain youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold ; 

“ Nor let yon rifing column more afpire ; 
u Ah ! better dwell in mins, than behold 

“ Thy fortunes mould’ring, and thy domes entire. 

D 3 “ Honorio 
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“ PIonorio built, but dar’d my laws defy •, 

“ He planted, fcornful of my fage commands ; 

“ The peach’s vernal bud regal’d his eye ; 

“ The fruitage ripen’d for more frugal hands.” 

See the fmall ftream that pours its murm’ring tide 
O’er fome rough rock that wou’d its wealth difplay, 
Difplays it aught but penury and pride ? 

Ah ! conftrue wifely what fuch murmurs fay. 

How wou’d fome flood, with ampler treafures bleft, 
Difdainful view the fcantling drops diftil ! 

How muft * Velino fliake his reedy crefl: ! 

How ev’ry cygnet mock the boaftive rill ! 

✓ 

Fortune, I yield ! and fee, I give the fign ; 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home ; 
Collects the fquare, the level, and the line, 

And, with retorted eye, forfakes the dome. 

Yes, I can patient view -the Ihadelefs plains ; 

Can unrepining leave the rifing wall -, 

Check the fond love of art that fir’d my veins, 

And my warm hopes, in full purfuit, recall. 



* A river in Italy, that falls an hundred yard's perpen 
dicular. 
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Defcend, ye ftorms ! deftroy my rifing pile 
Loos’d be the whirlwind’s unremitting fway ; 

Contented I, altho’ the gazer fmile 
To fee it fcarce furvive a winter’s day. 

Let fome dull dotard balk in thy gay flirine, 

" As in the fun regales his wanton herd 

Guiltlefs of envy, why fhou’d I repine. 

That his rude voice, his grating reed’s prefer’d ? 

Let him exult, with boundlefs wealth fupply’d. 

Mine and the fwain’s reluctant homage fhare ; 

But ah ! his tawdry fhepherdefs’s pride, 

Gods ! mull my Delia, myft my Delia bear? 

Muft Delia’s foftnefs, elegance, and eafe 

Submit to Marian’s drefs ? to Marian’s gold ? 

Muft Marian’s robe from diftant India pleafe ? 

The fimple fleece my Delia’s limbs enfold ? ' , 

“ Yet fure on Delia feems the rufiet fair •, 

“ Ye glitt’ring daughters of difguife adieu !” 

So talk the wife, who judge of fhape and ah. 

But will the rural thane decide fo true ? 

Ah ! what is native worth efteem’d of clowns ? 

’T is thy falfe glare, O fortune ! thine they fee : 

’Tis for my Delia’s fake I dfead thy frowns, 

,?\nd my laft gafp fhall curfes breathe on thee. 

D 4 •. ELEGY 
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If ELEGY XI. 



He complains how foon the pleafing novelty of life is 
over. ‘To Mr. J 

A H me, my friend ! it will not, will not laft ! 

This fairy-fcene, that cheats our yputhful eyes ! 
The charm diflolves j th’ aerial mufic’s paft j 
The banquet ceafes, and the vifion flies. 

x Where are the fplendid forms, the rich perfumes. 
Where the gay tapers, where the fpacious dome ? 
Vanifh’d the coftly pearls, the crimfon plumes, 

And we, delightlefs, left to wander home ! 

Vain now are books, the fage’s wifdom vain ! 

What has the work! to bribe our Heps aftray ? 

Ere reafon learns by ftudy’d laws to reign, 

The weaken’d paflions, felf-fubdued, obey. 

Scarce has the fun fev’n annual courfes roll’d. 

Scarce fhewn the whole that fortune can lupply 
Since, not the mifer fo carefs’d his gold. 

As I, for what it gave, was heard to figh. 

On the world’s ftage I wilh’d fome fprightly part ■ 
To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace ; 

’Twas life, ’twas tafle,'and — oh my foolilh heart ! 
Subftantial joy was fix’d in pow’r and place. 




And 
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And you, ye works of art ! allur’d mine eye. 

The breathing pifture, and the living Hone : 

“ Tho’ gold, tho’ fplendour, heav’n and fate deny, 
“ Yet might I call one Titian ftroke my own !” 

Smit with the charms of fame, whofe lovely fpoil. 
The wreath, the garland, fire the poet’s pride, 

I trim’d my lamp, confum’d the midnight oil — 
But foon the paths of health and fame divide ! 

Oft too I pray’d, ’twas nature form’d the pray’r, 

To grace my native fcenes, my rural home ; 

To fee my trees exprefs their planter’s care. 

And gay, on Attic models, raife my dome. 

But now ’tis o’er, the dear delufion’s o’er ! 

A ftagnant breezelefs air becalms my foul : 

A fond afpiring candidate no more, 

I fcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 

O youth ! enchanting ftage, profufely bleft ! 

Blifs ev’n obtrufive courts the frolic mind j 
Of health neglectful, yet by health careft ; 

Carelefs of favour, yet fecure to find. 

Then glows the breaft, as op’ning rofes fair $ 

More free, more vivid than the linnet’s wing 5 
Honeft as light, tranfparent ev’n as air. 

Tender as buds, and lavifh as the Ipring. 



Not 
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Not all the force of manhood’s aftive might. 

Not all the craft to fubtle age affign’d. 

Not fcience fhall extort that dear delight, 

,Which gay delufion gave the tender mind. 

Adieu foft raptures ! tranfports void of care ! 

Parent of raptures, dear deceit, adieu ! 

And you, her daughters, pining with defpair. 

Why, why fo foon her fleeting fteps purfue ! 

Tedious again to curie the drizling day ! 

Again to trace the wint’ry t rafts of fnow ! 

Or, footh’d by vernal airs, again furvey 

The felf-fame hawthorns bud, and cowflips blow 1 

O life 1 how foon of ev’ry blifs forlorn ! 

We ftart falfe joys, and urge the devious race ; 

A tender prey •, that chears our youthful morn. 

Then finks untimely, and defrauds the chace. 



ELEGY 
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3f ELEGY XII. 

His recantation. 

N r O more the mufe obtrudes her thin difguife j 
No more with aukward fallacy Complains, 
How ev’ry fervour from my bofom flies. 

And reafon in her lonefome palace reigns. 

t 

Ere the chill winter of our days arrive. 

No more fhe paints the breaft from pafiion free ; 

I feel, I feel one loitering wifh furvive — 

Ah need I, Florio, name that wifh to thee? 

The ftar of Venus ufhers in the day, 

The firft, the lovelieft of the train that fhine ! 

The ftar of Venus lends her brighteft ray. 

When other ftars their friendly beams refign. 

Still in my breaft one foft defire remains, 

Pure as that ftar, from guilt, from int’reft free. 
Has gentle Delia trip’d acrofs the plains, 

And need I, Florio, name that wifh to thee ? 

While, cloy’d to End the fcenes of life the fame, 

I tune with carelefs hand my languid lays ; 

Some fecret impulfe wakes my former flame. 

And fires my ftrain with hope pf brighter days. 

3 I Qept 
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I flept not long beneath yon rural bow’rs ; 

And lo ! my crook with flow’rs adorn’d I fee : 
Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flow’rs. 
And need I, Florio, name my hopes to thee ? 



9 



l 
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ELEGY XIII. 

To a friend , on fome flight occafion ejlranged from him. 

H Ealth to my friend, and many a chearful day 
Around his feat may peaceful Ihades abide ! 
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with fmiles, away. 
And, ’till they crown our union, gently glide. 

Ah me ! too fwiftly fleets our vernal bloom ! 

Loft to our wonted friendlhip, loft to joy ! 

Soon may thy breaft the cordial wifh refume. 

Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deftroy. 

Say, were it ours, by fortune’s wild command. 

By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone ; 
Wou’dft thou reject thy Damon’s plighted hand ? 

W ou’dft thou with fcorn thy once lov’d friend difown? 

/ 

Life is that ftranger land, that alien clime : 

Shall kindred fouls forego their focial claim ? 
Launch’d in the vaft abyfs of fpace and time. 

Shall dark fufpicion quench the gen’rous flame ? 

Myriads of fouls, that knew one parent mold. 

See fadly fever’d by the laws of chance ! 

Myriads, in time’s perennial lift enroll’d. 

Forbid by fate to change one tranflent glance ! 

But 



/ 
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But we have met- — where ills of every form. 
Where pa/Iipns rage, and hurricanes defcend : 
Say, lliall we nurfe the rage, afiift the dorm ? 
And guide them to the bofom — of a friend ? 



Yes, we have met — thro’- rapine, fraud, and wrong: 
Might our joint, aid the paths of peace explore 1 
Why leave thy friend amid the boift’rous throng. 

Ere death divide us, and .we part no more ? 

For oh ! pale ficknefs warns thy friend away ! 

For me no more the vernal rofes bloom ! 

I fee dern fate his ebon wand difplay 

And point the wither’d, regions of the tomb. 

Then the keen.anguLfh from thine eye fhall Hart, 

Sad as thou follow’d my untimely bier ; 

“ Fool that I was — if friends lb foon mud part, 

“ To let fulpicion intermix a fear.” 



ELEGY 
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ELEGY' XIV. 



✓ 

Declining an invitation to vifit foreign countries , be 
takes occafion to intimate the advantages of his own. 

2" o lord Temple. 

W HILE others loft to friendlhip, loft to love, 
Wafte their belt minutes on a foreign ftrand. 
Be mine, with Britifh nymph or Twain- to rove. 

And court the genius of my native land. 

Deluded youth ! that quits thefe verdant plains. 

To catch the follies of an alien foil ! 

To win the vice his genuine foul difdains. 

Return exultant, .and import the fpoil ! 

In vain he boafts of his detefted prize j 

No more it blooms to Britilh climes convey’d. 
Cramp’d by the impulfe of ungenial fkies, 

See its frelh vigour, in a moment, fade ! 

Th’ exotic folly knows its native clime ; 

An aukward ftranger, if we waft it o’er ; 

Why then thefe toils, this coftly wafte of time. 

To fpread foft poifon on our happy fhore ? 



I covet 



I covet not the pride of foreign looms ; 

In fearch of foreign modes I fcorn to rove ; 

Nor, for the worthlefs bird of brighter plumes, 
Wou’d change the meaneft warbler of my grove. 

No diftant clime fhall fervile airs impart. 

Or form thefe limbs with pliant eafe to play •, 

Trembling I view the Gaul’s illufive art. 

That fteals my lov’d rufticity away. 

’Tis long fince freedom fled th’ Hefperian clime *, 
Her citron groves, her flow’r-embroider’d Ihore j 

She faw the Britilh oak afpire fublime. 

And foft Campania’s olive charms no more. 

Let partial funs mature the weftern mine. 

To flied its luftre o’er th’ Iberian maid •, 

Mien, beauty, fhape, O native foil, are thine 
Thy peerlefs daughters alk no foreign aid. 

i 

Let * Ceylon’s envy’d plant perfume the feas, 

Till torn to feafon the Batavian bowl ; 

Ours is the breaft whofe genuine ardours pleafe. 
Nor need a drug to meliorate the foul. 



* The cinnamon. 
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\ 

Let the proud Soldan wound th’ Arcadian groves. 

Or with rude lips th’ Aonian fount profane 
rhe mufe no more by flow’ry Ladon roves, 

She feeks her Thomson, on the Britifh. plain,' 

Tell not of realms by ruthlefs war difmay’d; 

As haplefs realms that war’s oppreflion feel ! 

In vain may Austria boaft her Noric blade, 

If Austria bleed beneath her boafted fteel. 

Beneath her palm Idume vents her moan ; 

Raptur’d fhe once beheld its friendly lhade ! 

And hoary Memphis boafts her tombs alone. 

The mournful types of mighty pow’r decay’d l 

No crefcent here difplays its baneful horns ; 

No turban’d hoft the voice of truth reproves j 
Learning’s free fource the fage’s breaft adorns, 

And poets, not inglorious, chaunt their loves. 

Boaft, favour’d Media, boaft thy flow’ry ftores j 
Thy thoufand hues by chymic funs refin’d 
’Tis not the drefs or mien my foul adores, 

’Tis the rich beauties of Britannia’s mind." 

While*GREENviLLE’s breaft cou’d virtue’s ftores afford, 
What envy’d flota bore fo fair a freight ? 

The mine compared in vain its latent hoard. 

The gem its luftre, and the gold its weight. 

* Written about the time of captain Greenville’s death. 
Vol. I, E Thee 
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Thee Greenville, theewith calmed: courage fraught. 
Thee the lov’d image of thy native Jfhore Y 

Thee by the virtues arm’d, the graces taught. 

When ihall we ceafe to boaft, or to deplore ? 

Prefumptuous war, which could thy life deftroy. 
What Ihall it now in recompence .decree ? 

While friends that merit every earthly joy. 

Feel ^very anguifh ; feel — the lofs of thee 1 

Bid me no more a fervile realm compare, 

No more the mufe of partial praife arraign - T 

Britannia fees no foreign breaft fo fair. 

And if fhe glory, glories not in. vain. 



ELEGY 
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± ELEGY XV. 



In memory of a * private family in Worcestershire. 



F ROM a lone tow’r with rev’rend ivy crown’d. 
The pealing bell awak’d a tender figh ; 
Still, as the village caught the waving found, 

A fwelling tear diftream’d from ev’ry eye. 



So droop’d, I ween, each Briton’s breaft of old. 
When the dull curfew fpoke their freedom fled ; 
For fighing as the mournful, accent roll’d. 

Our hope, they cry’d, our kind fupport, is dead ! 

’Twas good Pale mon — near a lhaded pool, 

A groupe of ancient elms umbrageous rofe j 
The flocking rooks, by inftindt’s native rule. 

This peaceful fcene, for their afylum, chofe. 



A few fmall fpires, to Gothic fancy fair, 

Amid the lhades emerging, ftruck the view j 
’Twas here his youth refpir’d its earlieft air 
’Twas here kis age breath’d out its laft adieu. 

1 

* The penns of Harboroxtgh ; a place whofe name in the 
Saxon language, alludes to an arm. And there is a tradition 
that there was a battle fought, on the Downs adjoining, .be- 
twixt the Britons and the Romans. 

‘E 2 



One 
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One favour’d fon engag’d his tenderelt care * 

One pious youth his whole affection crown’d : 

In his young breaft the virtues fprung fo fair. 

Such charms difplay’d, fuch fweets diffus’d around. 

But whilft gay tranfport in his face appears, 

A noxious vapour dogs the poifon’d fky ; 

Blafts the fair crop— the fire is drown’d in tears'. 

And, fcarce furviving, fees his Cynthio die ! 

O’er the pale corfe we faw him gently bend ; 

Heart-chill’d with grief-my thread, hecry’d, isfpun! 
I" “ If heav’n had meant I fhou’d my life extend, 
Heav’n had preferv’d my life’s fupport, my fon. 

Snatch’d in thy prime ! alas the ftroke were mild, 
Had my frail form obey’d the fates’ decree 1 
Bleft -were my lot, O Cynthio ! O my child ! 

Had heav’n fo pleas’d, and I had dy’d for thee.” 

* 

Five fieeplefs nights he ftem’d this tide of woes j 
Five irkfome funs he faw, thro’ tears, forlorn ! 

On his pale corfe the fixth fad morning rofe ; 

' From yonder dome the mournful bier was borne. 

’T was on thofe * downs, by Roman hofts annoy’d. 
Fought our bold fathers ; ruftic, unrefin’d ! 
Freedom’s plain fons, in martial cares employ’d ! 
They ting’d their bodies, but unmafk’d their mind. 

’Tv, -as 



arc 



' Harborouch Downs. 

i jf t tS' fbc/j'r* /<e v~o e n / 
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*Twas there, in happier timer, this virtuous race. 

Of milder merit, fix’d their calm retreat $ 

War’s deadly crimfcn had forfook the place. 

And freedom fondly lov’d the chofen feat. 

No wild ambition fir’d their tranquil breaft, 

To fwell with empty founds a fpotlefs name ; 

If foft’ring fkies, the fun, the lhow’r were bleft. 
Their bounty fpread •, their field’s extent the fame. 

Thofe fields, profufe of raiment, food, and fire, 
They fcorn’d to leflen, carelefs to extend 

Bade luxury, to lavifh courts afpire, 

And avarice, to city-breafts defcend. 

None, to a virgin’s mind, prefer’d her dow’r ; 

To fire wifh vicious hopes a modefi; heir : 

The fire, in place of titles, wealth, or pow’r, 
Afiign’d him virtue •, and his lot was fair. 

Theyfpokeof fortune, as fome doubtful dame, 

That fway’d the natives of a diftant fphere •, 

From lucre’s vagrant fons had learnt her fame, 

But never wilh’d to place her banners here. 

Here youth’s free fpirit, innocently gay, 

Enjoy’d the moft that innocence can give ; 

Thofe wholefome fweets, that border virtue’s way ; 
Thofe cooling fruits, that we may tafle and live. 

’ E 3 Their 
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Their board no ftrange ambiguous viand bore ; 

From theirown ftreams their choicer fare they drew. 
To lure the fcaly glutton to the fhore, 

The foie deceit their -artlefs bofom knew ! 

Sincere themfelves, ah too fecure to find 

The common bofom, like their own, fincere ! 

*Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind j 
’Tis her own poifon bids the viper fear. 

Sketch’d on the lattice of th’ adjacent fane. 

Their fuppliant bufts implore the reader’s pray’r ; 
Ah gentle fouls ! enjoy your blifsful reign. 

And let frail mortals claim your guardian care. 

For fure, to blifsful realms the fouls are flown. 

That never flatter’d, injur’d, cenfur’d, ftrove j 
The friends of fcience ! mufic, all their own ; 
Mufic, the voice of virtue and of love ! 

The journeying peafant, thro’ the fecret fhade, 
Heard their foft lyres engage his lift’ning ear •, 
And haply deem’d fome courteous angel play’d •, 

No angel play’d — but might with tranfport hear. 

■ 

For thefe the founds that chafe unholy ftrife ! 

Solve envy’s charm, ambition’s wretch releafe ! 
Raife him to fpurn the radiant ills of life ; 

To pity pomp, to be content with peace. 

Farewel, 



Farewel, pure lpirits ! vain the praife we give. 
The praife you fought from lips angelic flows ; 
Farewel ! the virtues which deferve to live, 
Deferve an ampler blifs than life bellows. 

Laft of his race, Palemon, now no more 
The modeft merit of his line difplay’d ; 

Then pious Hough Vigornia’s mitre wore— 
Soft fleep the dull of each deferving lhade. 



E 4 
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ELEGY XVI. 

He fuggefls the advantages of birth to a perfon of me- 
rit , and the folly of a fupercilioufnefs that is built 
upon that foie foundation. 

W HEN genius grac’d with lineal fplendor glows. 
When title fhines,with ambient virtues crown’d. 
Like fome fair almond’s flow’ry pomp it fhews ; 

The pride, the perfume of the regions round. 

Then learn, ye fair ! to foften fplendor’s ray ; 

Endure the fwain, the youth of low degree 
Let meeknefs join’d its temperate beam difplay ; 

’Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree. . 

Pity the fandal’d fwain, the Ihepherd’s boy j 
He fighs to brighten a neglefted name ; 

Foe to the dull appulfe of vulgar joy. 

He mourns his lot he wilhes, merits fame. 

In vain to groves and pathlefs vales we fly s 
Ambition there the bow’ry haunt invades ; 

Fame’s aweful rays fatigue the courtier’s eye, 

But gleam ftill lovely thro’ the checquer’d fhades. 

Vainly, to guard from love’s unequal chain. 

Has fortune rear’d us in the rural grove j 
Shou’d ****’s eyes illume the defart plain, 

Ev’n I may wonder, and ev’n I muft love. 



Nor 



Nor unregarded fighs the lowly hind y 

Tho’ you contemn, the gods refpeCt his vow y 

Vindictive rage awaits the fcornful mind, 

And vengeance, too fevere ! the gods allow. 

On Sarum’s plain I met a wand’ring fair y 
The look of forrow, lovely ftill fhe bore : 

Loofe flow’d the foft redundance of her hair, 

And, on her brow, a flow’ry wreath fhe wore. 

Oft ftoopirig as fhe ftray’d, fhe cull’d the pride 
Of ev’ry plain y (he pillag’d ev’ry grove ! 

The fading chaplet daily fhe fupply’d. 

And ftill her hand fome various garland wove. 

f 

Erroneous fancy fhap’d her wild attire ; 

From Bethlem’s walls the poor lympatic ftray’d ; 

Seem’d with her air her accent to confpire, 

When, as wild fancy taught her, thus fhe faid. 

“ Hear me, dear youth ! oh hear an haplefs maid, 
Sprung from the fcepter’d line of ancient kings ! 

Scorn’d by the world, I afk thy tender aid y 
Thy gentle voice fhall whifper kinder things. 

The world is frantic — fly the race profane — 

Nor I, nor you, fhall its companion move y 

Come friendly let us wander, and complain. 

And tell me, fhepherd ! haft thou feen my love ? 
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My love is young — but other loves are young-j 
And other loves are fair, and fo is mine ; 

An air divine difclofes whence he fprung •, 

He is my love, who boafts that air divine* 

No vulgar Damon robs me of my reft, 

Ianthe liftens to no vulgar vow j 
A prince, from gods defcended, fires her breaft j 
A brilliant crown diftinguilhes his brow. 

What, ftiall I ftain the glories of my race ? 

More clear, more lovely bright than He s p e r’s beam ? 
The porc’lain pure with vulgar dirt debafe ? 

Or mix with puddle the pellucid ftream ? 

\ 

See thro’ thefe veins the faphire current Ihine 1 
’Twas Jove’s own neftar gave th’ etherial hue : 

Can bafe plebeian forms contend with mine ! 

Dilplay the lovely white, or match the blue ? 

4 

The painter ftrove to trace its azure ray j 

He chang’d his colours, and in vain he ftrove ; 

I le frown’d — I fmiling view’d the faint eflay 
Poor youth ! he little knew it flow’d from Jove. 

Pitying his toil, the wond’rous truth I told •, 

How am ’rous Jove trepann’d a mortal fair ; 

How thro’ the race the generous current roll’d. 

And mocks the poet’s art, and painter’s care. 

3 Ycs > 



Yes, from the gods, from earlieft Saturn, fprung 
Our facred race ; thro* demigods, convey’d j 
And he, ally’d to Phoebus, ever young, 

My god-like boy, mud: wed their duteous maid. 

\ 

Oft, when 'a mortal vow profanes my ear. 

My fire’s dread fury murmurs thro’ the Iky ; 

And Ihou’d I yield— his inftant rage appears. 

He darts th’ uplifted vengeance — and I die. 

Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll ! 

Have you not feen more horrid light’nings glare ! 
’Twas then a vulgar love enfnar’d my foul ; 

’Twas then— -I hardly fcap’d the fatal fnare. 

’Twas then a peafant pour’d his amorous vow. 

All as I Iiften’d to his vulgar ftrain •, — v 

Yet fuch his beauty — wou’d my birth allow. 

Dear were the youth, and blifsful were the plain. 

But oh ! I faint ! why waftes my vernal bloom. 

In fruitlefs fearches ever doom’d to rove ? 

My nightly dreams the toilfome path refume. 

And I fhall die — before I find my love. 

When laft I fiept, methought, my ravifh’d eye. 

On diftant heaths his radiant form furvey’d ; 

Tho’ night’s thick clouds encompafs’d all the Iky, 
The gems diat bound his brow', difpell’d the fliade. 

O how 
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O how this bofom kindled at the fight ! 

Led by their beams I urg’d the pleafing chace j 
Till, on a fudden, thefe with-held their light — 

All, all things envy the fublime embrace. 

But now no more — behind the diftant grove. 

Wanders my deftin’d youth, and chides my ftay ; 
See, fee, he grafps the fteel-— -forbear, my love— 

Ian the comes •, thy princefs haftes away.” 

Scornful fhe fpoke, and heedlefs of reply 
The lovely maniac bounded o’er the plain ; 

The piteous victim of an angry fky ! 

Ah nae ! the vidim of her proud difdain ! 



ELEGY 



i ELEGY XVII. 

He indulges the fuggefiions of fpleen : an elegy- h 
the winds. 

Mole, namque tibi divum pater atque hominum rex 
Et mulcere dedit mentes & tollere vsnto. 

S TERN monarch of the winds, admit my pray’r! 

Awhile thy fury check, thy ftorms confine ! 

No trivial blaft impells the pafiive air. 

But brews a tempeft in a breaft like mine. 

What bands of black ideas fpread their wings ! 

The peaceful regions of content invade ! 

With deadly poifon taint the cryftal fprings ! 

With noifome vapour blaft the verdant fhade ! 

I know their leader, fpleen •, and dread the fway . 

Of rigid Eurus, his detefted fire ; 

Thro’ one my bloftoms and my fruits decay * 

Thro* one my pleafures, and my hopes expire. 

Like fome pale ftripling, when his icy way 
Relenting yields beneath the noontide beam, 

I ftand aghaft ; and chill’d with fear furvey 
How far I’ve tempted life’s deceitful ftream ! 

Where 
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Where by remorfe impell’d, repuls’d by fears. 
Shall wyetch’d fancy a retreat explore ? 

She flies the fad prefage of coming years. 

And forr’wing dwells on pleafures now no more ! 

Again with patrons, and with friends Ihe roves ; 

But friends and patrons never to return ! 

She fees the nymphs-, the graces, and the loves. 
But fees them, weeping o’er Lucinda’s urn. 

She vifits, Isis ! thy forfaken ftream. 

Oh ill forfaken for Boeotian air ! 

She deems no flood refledts fo bright a beam. 

No reed fo verdant, and no flow’rs fo fair. 

She dreams beneath thy facred lhades where, peace, 
Thy bays might ev’n the civil ftorm repel ; 
Reviews thy focial blifs, thy learned eafe, 

And with no chearful accent cries, farewel ! 

Farewel, with whom to thefe retreats I ftray’d ? 

By youthful fports, by youthful toils ally’d ! 
Joyous we .fojou'rn’d in thy circling fliade. 

And wept to find the paths of life divide. 

She paints the progrefs of my rival’s vow ; 

Sees ev’ry mufe a partial ear incline 
Binds with luxuriant bays his favour’d brow. 

Nor yields the refufe of his wreath to mine. 



She 
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She bids the flatt’ring mirror, form’d to pleafe. 

Now blaft my hope, now vindicate deipair •, 

Bids my fond verfe the love-fick parley ceafe j 
Accufe my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 

Where circling rocks defend fbme pathlefs vale. 
Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove ! 

Alas ! there echo will repent the tale— 

Where fhall I find the filent fcenes I love ? 

Fain would I mourn my lucklefs fate alone ; 

Forbid to pleafe, yet fated to admire •, 

Away my friends ! my forrows are my own ; 

Why fhould I breathe around my fick defire ? 

Bear me ye winds, indulgent to my pains. 

Near fome fad ruin’s ghaftly lhade to dwell ! 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains. 

And from the mould’ring refufe, build my celL ! 

Genius of Rome 1 thy proftrate pomp difplay ; 

Trace ev’ry difrnal proof of fortune’s power? 
Let me the wreck of theatres furvey. 

Or penfive fit beneath fome nodding tow’r. 

Or where fome du£t, by rolling feafons worn. 
Convey’d pure fireams to Rome’s imperial wall. 
Near the wide breach in filence let me mourn ; 

Or tune my dirges to the water’s fall. 



Genius 
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Genius of Carthage ! paint thy ruin'd pride ; 

Tow’rs, arches, fanes in wild confufion ftrewn 
Let banifh’d * Marius, low’ring by thy fide. 
Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 

Ah no ! thou monarch of the ftorms ! forbear j 
My trembling nerves abhor thy rude controul j 
And fcarce a pleafing twilight foothes my care, 

Ere one vaft death like darknefs lhocks my foul. 

Forbear thy rage — on no perennial bafe 
Is built frail fear, or hope’s deceitful pile j 
My pains are fled — my joy refumes its place, 
Shou’d the Iky brighten, or Melissa fmile. 



* Inopemque vitam in tugurio ruinarum Carthaginenfium 
toleravit, cum Marius infpiciens Carthaginem, ilia intuens Ma- 
rium, alter alteri portent efTe folatio. liv. 



ELEGY 



ELEGY XVIII. 



He repeats the fong of Collin, a difcerving jhepherd ; 
lamenting the fate of the woollen manv.fahlu.ry . 

i * « 

Ergo omni ftudio glaciem ve'ntofque nivales , 

Quo minus eft illis cur a mortalis egeftas , 

Avertes : viclumque feres. Viroii*' 

N EAR Avon’s bank, on Arden’s flow’ry plain,' 
A* tuneful fhepherd charm’d the lift’ningWave $ 
And funny Cotsol’ fondly lov’d the ftrain ; 

Yet not a garland crowns the lhepherd’s grave I 

N 

Oh loft Ophelia ! fnloothly flcnv’d the day. 

To feel his mufic with my flames agree ! 

To tafte the beauties of his melting lay. 

To tafte, and fancy it was dear to thee 1 

When, for his tomb, with each revolving year, 

I fteal the mufk-rofe from the fcented brake, 

I ftrew my cowflips, and I pay my tear. 

I’ll add the myrtle for Ophelia’s fake. 

Shiv’ring beneath a leaflefs thorn he lay, 

When death’s chill rigour feiz’d his flowing tongue ; 
The more I found his fault’ring notes decay, 

The more prophetic truth fublim’d the fong. 

Vol. I. F “ Adieu 

* Mr. Somerville. 
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“ Adieu my flocks, he faid ! my wonted care. 

By funny mountain, or by verdant fhore ! 

May fome more happy hand your fold prepare. 

And may you need your Collin’s crook no more. 

And you, ye fhepherds ! lead my gentle fheep j 
To breezy hills, or leafy Ihelters lead ; 

But if the fky with fhow’rs inceflant weep. 

Avoid the putrid moillure of the mead. 

Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpled heath, 
Long-loit’ring there your fleecy tribes extend— 
But what avail the maxims I bequeath ? 

* ’ The fruitlefs gift of an oEcious friend ! 

Ah ! what avails the tim’rous lambs to guard, 

Tho’ nightly cares, with daily labours, join ? 

If foreign floth obtain the rich reward. 

If Gallia’s craft the pond’rous fleece purloin ! 

Was it for this, by conftant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early grave ? 

For this, I led them from the pointed thorn ? 

For this I bath’d ’em in the lucid wave ? 

\ 

Ah heedlefs Albion ! too benignly prone 
Thy blood to lavilh, and thy wealth refign ! 

Shall ev’ry other virtue grace thy throne. 

But quick-ey’d prudence never yet be thine ? 

From 
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/ S 

From the fair natives of this peerlefs hill 

Thou gav’ft the flieep that browze Iberian plains : 
Their plaihtive cries the faithlefs region fill, 

Their fleece adorns an haughty foe’s domains. 

Ill-fated flocks 1 from cliff to cliff they ftray ; 

Far from their dams their native guardians far 1 
Where the foft ftiepherd, all the livelong day, 
Chaunts his proud miftrefs to his hoarfe guittar. 

But Albion’s youth her native fleece defpile j 
Unmov’d they hear the pining fhepherd’s moan i 
In filky folds each nervous limb difguife. 

Allur’d by ev’ry treafure, but their own. 

Oft have I hurry’d down the rocky fteep. 

Anxious, to fee the wintry tempeft drive ; 
Preferve, faid I, preferve your fleece, my fheep ! 

Ere long will Phillis, will my love arrive. 

Ere long fhe came : ah ! woe is me, fhe came ! 

Rob’d in the Gallic loom’s extraneous twine : 

For gifts like thefe they give their fpotlefs fame, 
Refign their bloom, their innocence refign. 

f 

Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles' known. 

Give the rich growth of Britilh hills to fame ? 

And let her charms, and her example, own 
-That .virtue’s drefs, and beauty’s are the fame ? 

F 2 Will 
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Will no fam’d chief fupport this gen’rous maid : 
Once more the patriot’s arduous path refume ? 
And, comely from his native plains array’d, 

Speak future glory to the Britifh loom ? 

What pow’r unfeen my ravilh’d fancy fires ? 

I pierce the dreary fhade of future days ; 

Sure ’tis the genius of the land infpires. 

To breathe my lateft breath in * * * praife. 

O might my breath for * * * praife fuffice. 

How gently fhou’d my dying limbs repofe ! 

O might his future glory blefs mine eyes. 

My ravilh’d eyes ! how calmly wou’d they clofe 1 

* * * was bom to fpread the gen’ral joy ; 

By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul’d ; 

Britons for Britain lhall the crook employ ; 
Britons for Britain’s glory Ihear the fold.” 



ELEGY 



XIX. 
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ELEGY 

Written in fpring 1743. 

A G A I N the lab’ring hind inverts the foil ; 

Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave j 
Another fpring renews the foldier’s toil. 

And finds me vacant in the rural cave. 

1 

As the foft lyre difplay’d my wonted loves. 

The penfive pleafure and the tender pain. 

The fordid Alpheus hurry’d thro’ my groves ; 

Yet Hop’d to vent the dictates of difdain. 

He glanc’d contemptuous o’er my ruin’d fold •, 

He blam’d the graces of my fav’rite bow’r •, 

My breaft, unfullv’d b.y the lull of gold •, 

My time, uolavilh’d in purfuit of pow’r. 

Yes, Alpheus ! fly the purer paths of fate •, 

Abjure thefe fcenes from venal pafiions free 5 
Know, ip this grove, \ vow’d perpetual hate. 

War, endlefs war, with lucre and with thee.. 

Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 

I dreft an altar to Thalia’s name : 

Here as I crown’d the verdant flirine with ficr.v’rs. 

Soft on my labours Hole the fmiling dame. 

F 3 >Damon, 
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Damon, fhe cry’d, if pleas’d with honeft praife. 
Thou court fuccefs by virtue or by fong, 

Fly the falfe dictates of the venal race •, 

Fly the grofs accents of the venal tongue. 

Swear that no lucre lhall thy zeal betray ; 

Swerve not thy foot with fortune’s vot’ries more ; 
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifelefs day — 
The winning phantom urg’d me, and I fwore. 

Forth from the ruftic altar fwift I ftray’d, 

“ Aid my firm purpofe, ye celeftial pow’rs ! 

Aid me to quell the fordid breaft, I faid ; 

And * threw my jav’lin tow’rds their hoftile tow’rs. 

Think not regretful I furvey the deed ; 

Or added years no more the zeal allow ; 

Still, ftill obfervant to the grove I fpeed. 

The Ihrine embellilh, and repeat the vow. 

Sworn from his cradle Rome’s relentlefs foe. 

Such gen’rous hate the f Punic champion bore; 
Thy lake, OThrasimene! beheld it glow. 

And Canny’s walls, and Trebia’s crimfon fhore. 



/ 



* The Roman ceremony in declaring war. 
f Hannibal. 



But let grave annals paint the warrior’s fame ; 

Fair fliine his arms in hiftory enroll’d -, 

"Whilft humbler lyres his civil worth proclaim. 

His nobler hate of avarice and gold.— 

Now Punic pride its final eve furvey’d ; 

Its hofts exhaufted, and its fleets on fire ; 

Patient the viftors lurid frown obey’d, 

And faw th’ unwilling elephants retire. 

But when their gold deprefs’d the yielding fcale, 
Their gold,- in pyramidic plenty pil’d, 

He faw th’ unutterable grief prevail 

He faw their tears, and, in his fury, fmil’d. 

Think not, he cry’d, ye view the fmiles of eafe. 

Or this firm breaft difclaims a patriot’s pain ; 

I fmile, ' but from a foul eftrang’d to peace. 

Frantic with grief, delirious with difdain ! 

But were it cordial, this detefted fmile. 

Seems it lefs timely than the grief ye Ihew ? 

O fons of Carthage ! grant me to revile 
The fordid fource of your indecent woe ! 

Why weep ye now ! ye faw with tearlefs eye 
When your fleet perifh’d on the Punic wave : 

Where lurk’d the coward tear, the lazy figh. 

When Tyre’s imperial ftate commenc’d a flave ? 

F 4 ’Tis 
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’Tispaft — OCarthace ! vanquish'd ! honour’d Shade! 

Go, the mean Sorrows of thy fons deplore ; 

Had freedom Shar'd the vow to fortune paid, 

She ne’er, like fortune, had forfook thy Shore.” 

He ceas’d — abafh’d the confcious audience hear ; 

Their pallid cheeks a crimfon blulh unfold •, 

Yet o’er that virtuous blulh diftreams a tear. 

And falling itioiftens thejr abandon’d gold. * 



* By the terms forced upon the Carthaginians by Scifio, 
they were to deliver up all the elephants, and to pay near two 
millions fterling. 



ELEGY 
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ELEGY XX. 



c 



He compares his humble fortune with the dijlrefs of 
others •, and his fubjeclion to Delia, with the vii- 
f enable fervitude of an African Jlavf. 



What penfive crowds, by ceafelefs labours worn. 
What myriads, wifh to be as bleft as I ! 

What tho’ my roofs devoid of pomp arife. 

Nor tempt the proud to quit his tleftin’d way ?., • 

Nor coftly art my flow’ry dales difguife. 

Where only Ample, friendfhip deigns to ftray ? 

See the wild fons of Lapland’s chill domain. 

That fcoop their couch beneath the drifted fnows ! 

How void of hope they ken the frozen plain. 

Where the fharp eaft for ever, ever blows ! 

Slave tho’ I be, to Delia’s eyes a (lave. 

My Delia’s eyes endear the band? I wear ; 

The figh Ihe caufes well becomes the brave. 

The pang (he caufes, ’tis ev’n blifs to bear, 




this heart, with fancy’d woes forlorn t 



Why finks my foul beneath each wint’ry Iky ? 



3 



See 
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See the poor native quit the Lybian Ihores, 

Ah ! not in love’s delightful fetters bound ! 

No radiant fmile his dying peace reftores. 

Nor love, nor fame, nor friendfhip heals hiswound. 

Let vacant bards difplay their boaftive woes. 

Shall I the mockery of grief difplay ? 

No, let the mufe his piercing pangs difclofe. 

Who bleeds and weeps his fum of life away ! 

Oil the wild beach in mournful guife he flood, 

Ere the fhrill boatfwain gave the hated fign 
He dropt a tear unfeen into the flood ■, 

He Hole one fecret moment, to repine. 

Yet the mufe liften’d to the plaints he made ; 

Such moving plaints as nature could infpire ; 

To me the mufe his tender plea convey’d. 

But fmooth’d, and fuited to the founding lyre. 

“ Why am I ravilh’d from my native ftrand ? 

What favage race protects this impious gain ? 

Shall foreign plagues infeft this teeming land. 

And more than lea-born monfters plough the main ? 

♦ 

Here the dire locufts horrid fwarms prevail ; 

Here the blue afps with livid poifon fwell ; 

Here the dry dipfa writh his finuous mail ; 

Can we not here, fecure from envy, dwell ? • 

When 
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When the grim lion urg’d his cruel chace. 

When the ftern panther fought his midnight prey. 

What fate referv’d me for this * chriftian race ? 

O race more polilh’d, more fovere than they !■ 

Ye prouling wolves purfue my latefl cries !- 
Thou hungry tyger, leave thy reeking den ! 

Ye fandy waftes in rapid eddies rife ! 

O tear me from the whips and fcorns of men ! 

Yet in their face fuperior beauty glows j 

Are fmiles the mien of rapine and of wrong ? 

Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows, 

And ev’n religion dwells upon their tongue. 

Of blifsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes, 
Where gentle minds convey’d by death repair. 

But ftain’dwith blood, and crimfon’d o’erwith crimes. 
Say, fhall they merit what they paint fo fair ? 

N T o, carelefs, hopelefs of thofe fertile plains, 

Rich by our toils, and by our forrows gay, 

rhey ply our labours, and enhance our pains, 

And feign thefe diftant regions to repay. 

For them our tulky elephant expires •, 

For them we drain the mine’s embowel’d gold ; 

Where rove the brutal nations wild defires ? — 

Our limbs are purchas’d, and our life is fold ! 

Yet 



* Spoke by a favage. 
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Yet Ihores there are, bleft fhores for us remain. 
And favour’d ifles with golden fruitage crown’d: 
Whore tufted flow’rets paint the verdant plain. 
Where ev’ry breeze fliall med’cine ev’ry wound. 

There the flern tyrant that embitters life 
Shall, vainly fuppliant, fpread his a (king hand ; 
There lhall we view the billow’s raging ftrife, 

Aid tire kind breaft, and waft his boat to land.” 



ELEGY 



[ 77 ] 



ELEGY XXI, 

Taking a view of the country from his retirement, he is 
led to meditate on the character of the ancient Bri- 
tons. Written at the time of a rumoured tax upon 
luxury. 1746. 



T HusDamon fung — What tho’ unknown to praifc 
Umbrageous coverts hide my mule and me j 
Or mid the rural fhepherds, flow my days. 

Amid the rural fhepherds, I am free. 

To view fleek vaflals crowd a ftately hall. 

Say fhould I grow myfelf a folemn Have ? 

To find thy tints, O Titian ! grace my wall. 
Forego the flow’ry fields my fortune gave ? . 

Lord of my time my devious path I bend. 

Thro’ fringy woodland, or fmooth-lhaven lawn j 
Or penfile grove, or airy cliff afcend, 

And hail the fcene by nature’s pencil drawn. 

Thanks be to fate — tho’ nor the racy vine. 

Nor fatt’ning olive cloath the fields I rove, 
Sequefter’d fhades, and gurgling founts are mine. 
And ev’ry filvan grott the mufes love, 



Here 
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Here if my vifta point the mould’ring pile. 

Where hood and cowl devotion’s afpedt wore, 

I trace the tott’ring reliques with a fmile. 

To think, the mental bondage is no more ! 

Pleas’d, if the glowing landlkip wave with corn ; 

Or the tall oaks, rhy country’s bulwark, rife ; 
Pleas’d, if mine eye, o’er thoufand vallies borne, 

Difcern the Cambrian hills fupport the Ikies. 

\ 

And fee Plinlimmon ! ev’n the youthful fight 
Scales the proud hill’s etherial cliffs with pain ! 
Such Caer-caradoc ! thy ftupendous height, 
Whofe ample Ihade obfcures th’ Iernian main. 

Bleak, joylefs regions ! where, by fcience fir’d. 
Some prying fage his lonely ftep may bend ; 
There, by the love of novel plants infpir’d. 
Invidious view the clamb’ring goats afcend. 

Yet for thofe mountains, clad with lading fnow. 
The freeborn Briton left his greened: mead > 
Receding fullen from his mightier foe. 

For here he faw fair liberty recede. 

Then if a chief perform’d a patriot’s part, 

Sudain’d her drooping fons, repell’d her foes, 
Above or Perfian luxe, or Attic art. 

The rude majedic monument arofe. 

Progreffivc 
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Progrefllve ages carol’d forth his fame ; 

Sires, to his praife, attun’d their children’s tongue •, 
pThe hoary druid fed the generous flame. 

While, in fuch ftrains, the reverend wizard fung. 

Go forth, my fons ! — for what is vital breath, 
Your gods expell’d, your liberty refign’d ? 

Go forth, my fons ! — for what is inftant death 
To fouls fecure perennial joys to find ? 

For fcenes there are, unknown to war or pain. 

Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant’s wound ; 
Where patriots, bleft with boundlefs freedom, reign. 
With mifletoe’s myfterious garlands crown’d. 

Such are the names that grace your myftic fongs ; 

Your Iblemn woods refound their martial fire ; 
ro you, my fons, the ritual meed belongs, 

If in the caufe you vanquilh, or expire. 

f 

rlark ! from the facred oak that crowns the groves 
What aweful voice my raptur’d bofom warms ! 
rhis is the favour’d moment heav’n approves, 

Sound the fhrill trump j this inftant, found, to arms. 

rheirs was the fcience of a martial race, 

To Ihape the lance, or decorate the fhield ; 

Sv’n the fair virgin ftain’d her native grace. 

To give new horrors to the tented field. 



Now, 
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Now, for fomc cheek where guilty blufhes glow. 
For fome falfe Florimel’s impure difguife. 
The lifted youth, nor war’s loud fignal know. 
Nor virtue’s call, nor fame’s imperial prize; 

Then if foft concord lull’d their fears to fleep, 
Inert and filent flept the manly car ; 

But rulh’d horrific o’er the fearful fteep. 

If freedom’s aweful clarion breath’d to war. 

Now the fleek courtier, indolent and vain. 

Thron’d in the fplend’d carriage glides fupine j 

To taint his virtue with a foreign ftrain, 

° t / 

Or at a fav’rite’s board, his faith refign. 

Leave then, O luxury ! this happy foil ! 

Chafe her, Britannia, to fome hoftile fhore ! 
Or * fleece the baneful peft with annual fpoil. 
And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more 1 



• Alludes to a tax upon luxury, then in debate. 



ELEGY 
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* E L E G Y XXII. 

Written in the year when the rights of fepulture 

were fo frequently violated. 

S AY, gentle deep, that lov’d: the gloom of night. 
Parent of dreams 1 thou great magician, fay. 
Whence my late vifion thus endures the light 
Thus haunts my fancy thro’ the glare of day. 

The lilent moon had fcal’d the vaulted (kies. 

And anxious care refign’d my limbs to reft ; 

A fudden luftre ftruck my wond’ring eyes. 

And Silvia flood before my couch confeft. 

i 

* 4 

Ah ! not the nymph fo blooming and fo gay. 

That led the dance beneath the feftive fhade ! 

But fhe that, in the morning of her day, . 

Intomb’d beneath the grafs-green fod was laid. 



No more her eyes their wonted radiance caft ; 

No more her breaft infpir’d the lover’s flame. 

No more her cheek the Pasftan role furpaft •, 

Yet feem’d her lip’s etherial fmile the fame. 

I 

Nor fuch her hair as deck’d her living face ; 

Nor fuch her voice as charm’d the lift’ning crowd •, 
Nor fuch her drefs as heighten’d ev’ry grace •, 

Alas ! all vanifh’d for the mournful Ihroud ! 

Vol. I. G 



Yet 
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Yet feem’d her lip’s etherial charm the fame ; 

That dear diftin&ion evejy doubt remov’d •, 
Perifh the lover, whofe imperfeft flame 
Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov’d. 

“ Damow* fhe faid, mine hour allotted flies ; 

Oh ! do not wafte it with a fruitlefs tear ! 

Tho’ griev’d to fee thy Silvia’s pale difguife, 
Sufpend thy forrow, and attentive hear. 

So may thy mufe with virtuous fame be bleft 1 
So be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 

So may thy bones in facred filence reft, 

Faft by the reliques of fome happier maid 1 

Thou know’ft, how ling’ring on a diftant fhore 
Difeafe invidious nipt my flow’ry prime •, 

And oh ! what pangs my tender bofom tore, 

To think I ne’er muft view my native clime 1 

% 

No friend was near to raife my drooping head •, 

No dear companion wept to fee me die 
Lodge me within my native foil, I faid ; 

There my fond parents honour’d reliques lie. 

Tho’ now debarr’d of each domeftic tear ; 
Unknown, forgot, I meet the /atal blow j 
* There many a -friend fhall grace my woeful bier. 
And many a figh fhall rife, and tear fhall flow. 

I fpok 
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I {poke, nor fate forbore his trembling fpoil ; 

Some venal mourner lent his carelefs aid ; 

And foon they bore me to my native foil, 

1 Where my fond parents dear remains were laid. 

’Twas then the youths, from ev’ry plain and grove, 
Adorn’d with mournful verfe thy Silvia’s bier j 
’Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove. 
And ftrew’d the fragrance of the youthful year. 

But why alas ! the tender fcene difplay ? 

Cou’d Damon’s foot the pious path decline ? 

Ah no ! ’twas Damon firft attun’d his lay. 

And fure no fonnet was fo dear as thine. 

Thus was I bofom’d in the peaceful grave 
My placid ghoft no longer wept its doom •, 

When favage robbers every fan&ion brave. 

And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb ! 

Shall my poor corfe, from hoftile realms convey’d, 
Lofe the cheap portion of my native fands ? 

Or, in my kindred’s dear embraces laid. 

Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands ? 

! ' 

Say, wou’d thy breaft no death-like torture feel. 

To fee my limbs the felon’s gripe obey ? 

To fee them galh’d beneath the daring Heel ? 

To crowds a fpeftre, and to dogs a prey ? 

G 2 



If 



If P/ean’s fons thefe horrid rites require. 

If health’s faij^fcience be by thefe refin’d. 

Let guilty convicts, for their- ufe, expire-. 

And let their breathlefs corfe avail mankind. 

Yet hard it feems, when guilt’s laftfine is paid, 
To fee the viftim’s corfe deny’d repofe ! 

Now, more fevere ! the poor offencelefs maid 
Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes. 

Where is the faith of ancient pagans fled ? 

Where the fond care the wand’ring manes claim 
Nature, inftin<5tive, cries. Protect the dead. 

And facred be their afhes, and their fame ! 

Arife, dear youth ! ev’n now the danger calls ; 

Ev’n now the villain fnuffs his wonted prey ; 

See ! fee ! I lead thee to yon’ facred walls — 

Oh ! fly to chafe thefe human wolves away.” 
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elegy xxiji. 

Reflexions fuggefled by his fltuation. 

B ORN near the fcene for *Ken elm’s fate renown’d 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove. 
And raife my lay, and bid the rocks refound 
The favage force of empire, and of love. 

Fall by the center of yon’ various wild, 

Where fpreading oaks embow’r a Gothic fane ; 
Kendrida’s arts a brother’s youth beguil’d ; 

There nature urg’d her tendered pleas in vairr. 

Soft o’er his birth, and o’er his infant hours, 

Th’ ambitious maid cou’d every care employ ; 
Then with afiiduous fondnefs cropt the flow’rs. 

To deck die cradle of the princely boy ? 

But foon the bofom’s pleafing calm is flown •, 

Love fires her breafl: ; the fultry paflions rile ; 

A favour’d lover feeks the Mercian throne. 

And views her Kenelm with a rival’s eyes. ' 



* Kenelm in the Saxon heptarchy washeir to the kingdom 
of Mercia ; but being very young at his father’s, death, was, 
by the artifices of his lifter and her lover, depriv’d of his 
crown and life together. 
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How kind were fortune, ah! how juft were fate, 
Wou’d fate or fortune Mercia’s heir remove ! 

How fweet to revel on the couch of ftate ! 

To crown at once her lover, and her love ! 

See, garnilh’d for the chace, the fraudful maid 
To thefe lone hills dire<5t his devious way ; 

The youth, all prone, the filter guide obey’d. 
Ill-fated youth ! himfelf the deftin’d prey. 

But now, nor lhaggy hill, nor pathlefs plain. 

Forms the lone refuge of the filvan game ; 

Since Lyttelton has crown’d the fweet domain 
With fofter pleafures, and with fairer fame. 

Where the rough bowman urg’d his headlong fteed. 
Immortal bards, a polilh’d race, retire ; 

And where hoarfe fcream’d the ftrepent horn, fucceed 
The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. 

See Thomson, loit’ring near fome limpid well. 

For Britain’s friend the verdant wreath prepare ! 

Or, ftudious of revolving feafons, tell, 

How peerlefs Lucia made all feafons fair ! 

See ******* from civic garlands fly. 

And in thefe groves indulge his tuneful vein ! 

Or from yon’ fummit, with a guardian’s eye, 
Obferve how freedom’s hand attires the plain 1 

Here 
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Here Pope !— -ah never muft that tow’ring mind 
To his lov’d haunts, or dearer friend, return ! 

What art ! what friendlhips ! oh ! what fame refign’d ! 
—In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn. 

Where -is the bread: can rage or hate retain. 

And thefe glad ftreams and fmiling lawns behold ? 

Where is the bread: can hear the woodland ltrain. 
And think fair freedom well exchang’d for gold ! 

Thro’ thefe foft lhades delighted let me ftray. 

While o’er my head forgotten funs defcend ! 

Thro’ thefe dear valleys bend my cafual way, ' 

’Till fetting life a total fhade extend ! 

Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares, 
I’ll mufe how much I owe mine humbler fate : 

Or fhrink to find, how much ambition dares. 

To Ihine in anguifh, and to grieve in ftate ! 

Canfl thou, O fun [ that fpotlefs throne difclofe. 
Where her bold arm has’ left no fanguine ftain ? 

Where, fhew me where, the lineal fcepter glows. 
Pure, as the fimple crook that rules the plain ? 

Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diftruft, and fear. 
In kindred bofoms folve the focial tie ; 

There not the parent’s fmile is half lincere ; 

Nor void of art the confort’s melting eye. ' 

G 4 There 
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There with the friendly wilh, the kindly flame. 

No face is brighten’d, and no bofoms beat ; 

Youth, manhood, age, avow one fordid aim. 

And ev’n the beardlefs lip efiays deceit. 

There coward rumours walk their murd’rous round ; 
The glance, that more than rural blame inftills ; 

Whifpers, that ting’d with friendlhip doubly wound, 
Pity that injures, and concern that kills. 

' I 

There anger whets, but love can ne’er engage ; 
CarefTing brothers part but to revile ; . 

There all men fmile, and prudence warns the wife. 
To dread the fatal ftroke of all that fmile. 

There all are rivals ! lifter, fon, and lire. 

With horrid purpofe hug deftrudrive arms ; 

There foft-ey’d maids in murd’rous plots confpire. 
And fcorn the gentler mifchief of their charms. 

Let fervile minds one encllefs watch endure j 

Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard refign 5 

But lay me, fate ! on flow’ry banks, fecure 
Tho’ my whole foul be, like my limbs, fupine. 

Yes, may my tongue difdain a vafifal’s care j 
My lyre refound no. proftituted lay ; , 

More warm to merit, more elate to wear 

The cap of freedom, than the crown of bays. 

Sooth’d 
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Sooth’d by the murmurs of my pebbled flood, 

I wifh it not o’er golden fands to flow •, 

Chear’d by the verdure of my fpiral wood, 

I fcorn the quarry, where no flirub can grow. 

No midnight pangs the fliepherd’s peace purfue ; 

His tongue, his hand, attempts no fecret wound ; 
He lings his Delia, and if Ihe be true. 

His lovd at once, and his ambition’s crown’d. 



\ 
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ELEGY XXIV. 

He takes cccafion from the fate of Eleanor of Bre- 
tagne *, to fuggeft the imperfect pleafures of a fo- 
litary life . 

W Hen beauty mourns, by fate’s injurious doom. 
Hid from the chearful glance of human eye ; 
When nature’s pride inglorious waits the tomb. 
Hard is that heart which checks the rifing figh. 

Fair Eleonora ! wou’d no gallant mind 
The caufe of love, the caufe of juftice own ? 
Matchlefs thy charms, and was no life refign’d 
To fee them fparkle from their native throne ? 

Or had fair freedom’s hand unveil’d thy charms. 
Well might fuch brows the regal gem refign •, 

Thy radiant mien might fcorn the guilt of arms. 

Yet Albion’s aweful empire yield to thine, 

O lhame of Britons ! in one fullen tow’r 
She wet with royal tears her daily cell ; 

She found keen anguifh ev’ry rofe devour ; 

They fprung, they fhone, they faded, and they fell 

* Eleanor of Bretagne, the lawful heirefs of the Englifli 
crown, upon the death of Arthur, in the reign of king 
John. ’ She was efteemed the beauty of her time ; was im- 
prifoned forty years (till the time of her death) in Briflol callle. 



Thro’ 
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Thro’ one dim lattice fring’d with ivy round, 
Succeflive funs a languid radiance threw ; 

To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown’d. 

To mark how fall her waning beauty flew. 

This, age might bear ; then fated fancy palls. 

Nor warmly hopes what fplendor can fupply j 

Fond youth incefiant mourns, if rigid walls 
Reftrain its lift’ning ear, its curious eye. 

Believe me * * * * the pretence is vain ! 

This boafted calm that fmooths our early days. 

For never yet could youthful mind reftrain 
Th’ alternate pant for pleafure and for praife, 

Ev’n me, by fhady oak or limpid fpring, 

Ev’n me, the fcenes of polifh’d life allure ; 

Some genius whifpers “ Life is on the wing. 

And hard his lot that languifhes obfcure. 

o # 

What tho’ thy riper mind admire no more — 

The fhining cindture, and the broider’d fold 

Can pierce like light’ning thro’ the figur’d ore. 

And melt to drofs the radiant forms of gold. 

Furs, ermins, rods may well attract thy fcorn •, 

The futile prefents of capricious pow’r ! 

But wit, but worth, the public fphere adorn. 

And who but envies then the focial hour ? 

Can 
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Can virtue, carelefs of her pupil’s meed. 

Forget how *.'* * fuftains the fhepherd’s caufe ? 

Content in fhades to tune a lonely reed. 

Nor join the founding paean of applaufe ? 

For public haunts, impell’d by Britain’s weal. 

See Grenville quit the mufe’s fav’rite eafe j 

And fhall not fwains admire his noble zeal ? 
Admiring praife, admiring ftrive to pleafe ? 

Life, fays the fage, affords no blifs fincere •, ' 

And courts, and cells in vain our hopes renew : 

But ah ! where Grenville charms the lift’ning ear, 
’Tis hard to think the chearlefs maxim true. 

The groves may fmile *, the rivers gently glide 
Soft thro’ the vale refound the lonefome lay ; 

Ev’n thickets yield delight, if tafte prefide. 

But can they pleafe. when Lyttelton’s away ? 

Pure as the fwain’s the breaft of * * * glows. 

Ah ! were the fhepherd’s phrafe, like his, refin’d 1 

But, how improv’d the generous dictate flows 
Thro’ the clear medium of a polifh’d mind 1 

Happy the youths who warm with Britain’s love. 
Pier inmofl: wifh in * * * periods hear ! 

Plappy that in the radiant circle move. 

Attendant orbs, where Lonsdale gilds the fphere ! 

While 
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While rural faith, and every polilh’d art. 

Each friendly charm, in * * * confpire. 

From public fcenes all penfive muft you part ; 

All joylefs to the greeneft fields retire ! 

Go, plaintive youth ! no more by fount or ftream. 
Like fome lone halcyon, fbcial pleafure (hun'i 
Go dare the light, enjoy its chearful beam. 

And hail the bright procefiion of the fun. 

Then cover’d by thy ripen’d {hades, refume 
The filent walk ; no more by pafiion toft : 

Then feek thy ruftic haunts ; the dreary gloom. 
Where ev’ry art that colours life, is loft.”"— 

t 

r 

In vain ! the lift’ning mufe attends in vain ! 

Reftraints in hoftile bands her motions wait — - 
—Yet will I grieve, and fadden all my {train. 
When injur’d beauty mourns the mufe’s fate. 



ELEGY 
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>f ELEGY XXV. 

To Delia, with fome flowers ; complaining how much 
his benevolence fluff ers on account of his humble 
fortune . * ' ' 

W Hate’er could fculpture’s curious art employ, 
Whate’er thelavifhhandofwealthcan fliow’r, 
Thele would I give — and every gift enjoy 

That pleas’d my fair — but fate denies the pow’r. 

Bleft were my lot, to feed the focial fires ! 

To learn the latent wifhes of a friend ! 

To give the boon his native tafte admires, 

And, for my tranfport, on his fmile depend ! 

Bleft too is he, whofe ev’ning ramble ftrays 
Where droop the fons of indigence and care ! 

His little gifts their gladden’d eyes amaze, 

And win, at fmall expence, their fondeft pray’r ! 

And oh the joy ! to fhun the confcious light, 

To fpare the modeft blufh to give unfeen ! 

Like fhow’rs that fall behind the veil of night. 

Yet deeply tinge the fmiling vales with green. 

But 



\ 
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But happieft they, who drooping realms relieve ! 

Whofe virtues in our cultur’d vales appear * 

For whofe fad fate a thoufand Ihepherds grieve. 
And fading fields allow the grief fincere. 

To call loft worth from its opprefiive lhade j 
To fix its equal fphere, and fee it fhine ; 

To hear it grateful own the generous aid ; 

This, this is tranfport — but muft ne’er be mine. 

Faint is my bounded blifs ; nor I refufe 
To range where daizies open, rivers roll; 

While profe or fong the languid hours amufe, 

And foothe the fond impatience of my foul. 

Awhile I’ll weave the roofs of jafmin bow’rs,' 

And urge with trivial cares the loit’ring year ; 
Awhile I’ll prune my grove, protecft my flow’rs. 
Then, unlamented, prefs an early bier ! 

Of thofe lov’d flow’rs the lifelels corfe may fhare ; 

Some hireling hand a fading wreath beftow ; 
The reft will breathe as fweet, will glow as fair. 

As when their matter fmil’d to fee them glow. 

The fequent morn lhall wake the filvan quire ; 

The kid again fhall wanton ere ’tis noon ; 
Nature will fmile, will wear her belt attire ; 

O ! let not gentle Delia fmile fo foon ! 

3 
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While the rude hearfe conveys me flow away, 

And carelefs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim, 

Let thy kind tear my utmoft worth o’erpay ; 

And, foftly fighing, vindicate my fame. — 

O Delia ! chear’d by thy fuperior praife, 

I blefs the filent path the fates decree •, 

Pleas’d, from the lift of my inglorious days. 

To raze the moments crown’d with blifs, and thee. 



F. LEGY 
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* ELEGY XXVI. 

Defcrihing the forrcw of an ingenuous mind , on the 
melancholy event of a licentious amour. 

h y mourns my friend ! why weeps his downcaft eye ? 
That eye where mirth, where fancy us’d to fhine ? 
Thy chearful meads reprove that fwelling figh ; 
Spring ne’er enamel’d fairer meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodg’d in fortune’s warm embrace ? 

Wert thou not form’d by nature’s partial care ? 
Blefl: in thy fong, and blefl: in ev’ry grace 

That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ? 

Damon, faid he, thy partial praife reftrain ; 

Not Damon’s friendfhip can my peace reftore ; 
Alas ! his very praife awakes my pain, 

And my poor wounded bofom bleeds the more. 

For oh ! that nature on my birth had frown’d ! 

Or fortune fix’d me to fome lowly cell ! 

Then had my bofom ’fcap’d this fatal wound. 

Nor had I bid thefe vernal fweets, farewel. 

But led by fortune’s hand, her darling child. 

My youth her vain licentious blifs admir’d ; 

In fortune’s train the fyren flatt’ry fmil’d. 

And rafhly hallow’d all her queen infpir’d. 

Vol. I. H 



Of 
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Of folly ftudious, ev’n of vices vain. 

Ah vices ! gilded by the rich and gay ! 

I chas’d the guilelefs daughters of the plain. 

Nor dropt the chace, till Jessy was my prey. 

Poor artlefs maid ! to ftain thy fpotlefs name. 
Expence, and art, and toil, united ftrove •, 

To lure a bread: that felt the pureft flame, 

Suftain’d by virtue, but betray’d by love. 

School’d in the fcience of love’s mazy wiles, 

I cloath’d each feature with affedled fcorn •> 

I fpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle fmiles. 

And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 

* ✓ 

* 

Then, while the fancy’d rage alarm’d her care. 
Warm to deny, and zealous to difprove •, 

I bade my words, the wonted foftnefs wear. 

And feiz’d the minute of returning love. 

To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reft ? 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 

Afiur’d that virtue, by misfortune preft. 

Feels not the fharpnefs of - a pang like mine. 

Nine' envious moons matur’d her growing fhame j. 

Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day •, 

When fcorn’d of virtue, ftigmatiz’d by fame. 

Low at my feet defponding Jessy lay. 

“ Henry, 
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“ Henry, fhe faid, by thy dear form fubdu’d, 

See the fad reliques of a nymph undone ! 

I find, I find this riling fob renew’d : 

I figh in fhades, and ficken at the fun. 

/ 

Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry. 

When will the morn’s once pleafing fcenes return ? 

Yet what can morn’s returning ray fupply, 

But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn ! 

Alas ! no more that joyous morn appears 
That led the tranquil hours of fpotlefs fame 
For I have fteep’d a father’s couch in tears. 

And ting’d a mother’s glowing cheek with lhame.' 

The vocal birds that raife their matin ftrain, 

The fportive lambs, increafe my pe'nfive moan ; 

All Teem to chafe me from the chearful plain. 

And talk of truth and innocence alone. 

If thro’ the garden’s flow’ry tribes I ftray, , 

Where bloom the jafmins that could once allure, 

Hope not to find delight in us, they fay. 

For we are fpotlefs, Jessy ; we are pure. 

w 

Ye flowers! that well reproach a nymph fo frail. 

Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare ? 

The brighteft bud that lcents the vernal gale 
Was not fo fragrant, and was not fo fair. 

H 2 *• Now 

/ OcQ. C 7C 
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Now the grave old alarm the gentler young $ 

And all my fame’s abhorr’d contagion flee ; 
Trembles each lip, and faultcrs every tongue. 
That bids the morn propitious fmile on me. 

Thus for your fake I Hum each human eye ; 

I bid the fvveets of blooming youth adieu ; 

To die I languifh, but I dread to die. 

Left my fad fate ftiou’d nourifti pangs for you. 

Raife me from earth ; the pains of want remove. 
And let me filent feek fome friendly fhore ; 
There only, banifh’d from the form I love. 

My weeping virtue lhall relapfe no more. 

Be but my friend j I a fit no dearer name ; 

Be fuch the meed of fome more artful fair ; 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chafe my lhame. 
That pity gave, what love refus’d to fliare. 

Force not my tongue to afk its fcanty bread ; 

Nor hurl thy Jessy to the vulgar crew 
Not fuch the parent’s board at which I fed ! 

Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew ! 

Haply, when age has filver’d o’er my hair, 
Malice may learn to fcorn fo mean a fpoil ;■ 
Envy may flight a face no longer fair ; 

And pity, welcome, to my native foil.”’ 



She 
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She ipoke — nor was I bom of favage race •, 

Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon afiign ; 

Grateful fhe clafp’d me in a laft embrace. 

And vow’d to wafte her life in pray’rs for mine. 

I faw her foot the lofty bark afcend •, 

I faw her breaft with every paflion heave 

I left her — torn from every earthly friend 

Oh ! my hard bofom, which could bear to leave ! 

Brief let me be ; the fatal ftorm arofe 

The billows rag’d ; the pilot’s art was vain ; 

O’er the tall mall the circling furges clofe 
My Jessy — floats upon the wat’ry plain ! 

And — fee my youth’s impetuous fires decay ; 

Seek not to flop reflexion’s bitter tear •, 

But warn the frolic, and inftruX the gay, 

From Jessy floating on her wat’ry bier ! 
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An ODE to the late Duchefs of Somerset. 

Written 1750. 



W HILE orient Ikies reftore the day. 

And dew-drops catch the lucid ray ; 
Amid the fprighdy fcenes of morn. 

Will aught the mufe infpire ? 

Oh ! peace' to yonder clamorous horn 
That drowns the facred lyre ! 

Ye rural thanes that o’er the mofiy down 
Some panting, timorous hare purfue ; 

Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 

Say, does fhe fmoothe her lawns for you ? 

For you does echo bid the rocks reply. 

And urg’d by rude conftraint refound the jovial cry ? 

See 
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See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn 
The wretched fwain your fport furvey ; 

He finds his faithful fences torn. 

He finds his labour’d crops a prey ; 

He fees his flock — no more in circles feed ; 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed. 

And with no random curfes loads the deed. 

Nor yet, ye fwains, conclude 
That nature fmiles for you alone ; 

Your bounded fouls, and your conceptions crude. 
The proud, the felfifh boaft difown : 

Yours be the produce of the foil ; 

O may it ftill reward your toil ! 

Nor ever the defencelefs train 
Of clinging infants, alk fupport in vain ! 

But tho’ the various harveft gild your plains. 

Does the mere landfcape feaft your eye ? 

Or the warm hope of diftant gains 
Far other caufe of glee fupply ? 

Is not the red-ftreak’s future juice 
The fource of your delight profound. 

Where Ariconium pours her gems profufe. 
Purpling a whole horizon round ? 

Athirft ye praife the limpid ftream, ’tis true : 

But tho’, the pebbled fliores among. 

It mimic no unpleafing fong. 

The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 

3 _ Unpleas’d 
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Unpleas’d ye fee the thickets bloom. 

Unpleas’d the fpring her flowery robe refume ■, 
Unmov’d the mountain’s airy pile. 

The dappled mead 'without a fmile. 

O let a rural confcious mufe. 

For well fhe knows, your froward fenfe accufe : 
Forth to the folemn oak. you bring the .lquare. 
And fpan the mafly trunk, before you cry, ’tis fair. 



Nor yet ye learn’d, nor yet ye courtly train. 

If haply from your haunts ye ftray 
To wafte with us a fummer’s day. 

Exclude the tafte of every fwain, 

Nor our untutor’d fenfe difdain : 

’Tis nature only gives exclufive right 
To relilh her fupreme delight ; 

She, where fhe pleafes kind or coy, 

Who furnifhes the fcene, and forms us to enjoy. 



Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind. 

By her aufpicious aid refin’d ; 

Lo ! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows. 

Or humble hare-bell paints the plain, 

Or valley winds, or fountain flows. 

Or purple heath is ting’d in vain : 

For fuch the rivets dafh their foaming tides. 

The mountain fwells, the dale fubfides ; 

Ev’n thriftlefs furze detains their wandering fight. 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant wi th delight. 

With 












32. 



V‘ 



* 



y 



[ io8 1 

With what fufpicious fearful care 
The fordid wretch fecures his claim, 

If haply fome luxurious heir 

Should alienate the fields that wear his name ! 
What fcruples left fome future birth 
Should litigate a fpan of earth ! 

Bonds, contrafrs, feoffments, names unmeetfor profe. 
The towering mufe endures not to difclofe j 
Alas ! her unrevers’d decree, 

More comprehenfive and more free. 

Her lavifti charter, tafte, appropriates, all we fee. 

Let gondolas their painted flags unfold. 

And be the folemn day enroll’d. 

When, to confirm his lofty plea. 

In nuptial fort, with bridal gold. 

The grave Venetian weds the fea : 

Each laughing mufe derides the vow 5 

Ev’n Adria fcorns the mock embrace. 

To fome lone hermit on the mountain’s brow. 
Allotted, from his natal hour. 

With all her myrtle Ihores in dow’r. 

His breaft to admiration prone 
Enjoys the fmile upon her face. 

Enjoys triumphant every grace. 

And finds her more his own. 



Fatigu’d 
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Fatigu’d with form’s opprefiive laws. 

When Somerset avoids the great •, 

When cloy’d with merited applaufe. 

She feeks the rural calm retreat ; 

Does flic not praife each mofty cell, 

And feel the truth my numbers tell ? 

When deafen’d by the loud acclaim, 

Which genius grac’d with rank obtains. 
Could fhe not more delighted hear 
Yon throftle chaunt the riling year ? 

Could file not fpurn the wreaths of fame, 

To crop the primrofe of the plains ? 

Does fhe not fweets in each fair valley find, 

Loft to the fons of pow’r, unknown to half mankind ? 

Ah can fhe covet there to fee 
The fplendid flaves, the reptile race, 

That oil the tongue, and bow the knee, 

That flight her merit, but adore her place ? 

Far happier, if aright I deem, 

When from gay throngs, and gilded’ fpires. 

To where the lonely halcyons play, 

Her philofophic ftep retires : 

While ftudious of the moral theme. 

She, to fome fmooth fequefter’d ftream 
Likens the fwain’s inglorious day ; 

Pleas’d from the flowery margin to furvey. 

How cool, ferene, and clear the current glides away. 



O blind 
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O blind to truth, to virtue blind, 

Who flight the fweetly-penfive mind ! 

On whofe fair birth the graces mild. 

And every mufe prophetic fmil’d. 

Not that the poet’s boafted fire 

Should fame’s wide-echoing trumpet fwell ; 
Or, on the mufic of his lyre 

Each future age with rapture dwell ; 

The vaunted fweets of praife remove, 

Yet fhall fuch bofoms claim a part 
In all that glads the human heart ; 

Yet thefe the fpirits, form’d tojudge and prove |j ovc 
All nature’s charms immenfe, and heaven’s unbounded 

And oh ! the tranfport, moft ally’d to fong. 

In fome fair villa’s peaceful bound, 

To catch foft hints from nature’s tongue. 

And bid Arcadia bloom around : 

Whether we fringe the doping hill, 

Or fmoothe below the verdant mead ; 
Whether we break the falling rill, 

Or thro’ meandering mazes lead ; 

Or in the horrid bramble’s room 
Bid carelefs groups of rofes bloom ; 

Or let fome fhelter’d lake ferene [fcene. 

Reflect flow’rs, woods and fpires, and brighten all the 



O fweet 
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O fweet difpofal of the rural hour ! 



O beauties never known to cloy ! 

While worth and genius haunt the favour’d bow’r. 
And every gentle breaft partakes the joy ! 

While charity at eve furveys the fwain, 

Enabled by thefe toils to chear 
A train of helplefs infants dear. 

Speed whiffling home acrofs the plain ; 

See vagrant luxury, her hand-maid grown. 

For half her gracelefs deeds atone, [own. 

And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it with her 

Why brand thefe pleafures with the name 
Of foft, unfocial toils, of indolence and Ihame ? 
Search but the garden, or the wood. 

Let yon admir’d carnation own, 

Not all was meant for raiment, or for food. 

Not all for needful ufe alone ; 

There while the feeds of future blolfoms dwell, 
’Tis colour’d for the fight, perfum’d to pleafe the fmell. 

Why knows the nightingale to fing ? 

Why flows the pine’s neftareous juice ? 

Why fliines with paint the linnet’s wing ? 

For fufter.ance alone ? for ufe ? 

For prefervation ? Every fph’ere 
Shall bid fair pleafure’s rightful claim appear. 
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, And lure there feem, of human kind. 

Some born to fhun the folemn ftrife ; 
Some for amufive talks defign’d. 

To foothe the certain ills of life ; 

Grace its lone vales with many a budding rofe. 
New founts of blifs difclofe. 

Call forth refrefhing fhades, and decorate repofe. 

From plains and woodlands •, from the view 
Of rural nature’s blooming face, 

Smit with the glare of rank and place. 

To courts the fons of fancy flew ; 

There long had art ordain’d a rival feat j 
There had ihe lavilh’d all her care 
To form a fcene more dazling fair, 

And call’d them from their green retreat 
To lhare her proud controul ; 

Had giv’n the robe with grace to flow. 

Had taught exotic gems to glow ; 

And emulous of nature’s pow’r, 

Mimick’d the plume, the leaf, the flow’r ; 
Chang’d the complexion’s native hue. 
Moulded each ruftic limb anew. 

And warp’d the very foul 1 

Awhile her magic ftrikes the novel eye. 

Awhile the faery forms delight ; 

And now aloof we feem to fly 

On purple pinions thro’ a purer fky. 



Where 
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Where all is wonderous, all is bright : 

Now landed on fome fpangled Ihore 
Awhile each dazled maniac roves 
By faphire lakes, thro’ em’rald groves. 
Paternal acres pleafe no more ; 

Adieu the fimple, the fincere delight -— — 

Th’ habitual fcene of hill and dale. 

The rural herds, the vernal gale. 

The tangled vetch’s purple bloom. 

The fragrance of the bean’s perfume. 

Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil. 

And drink the cup of thirft, and eat the bread of toil. 

But foon the pageant fades away ! 

’Tis nature only bears perpetual fway. 

We pierce the counterfeit delight. 

Fatigu’d with fplendor’s irkfome beams. 

Fancy again demands the fight 
Of native groves, and wonted ftreams. 

Pants for the fcenes that charm’d her youthful eyes, 
Where truth maintains her court, and banilhes difguife. 

Then hither oft ye fenators retire. 

With nature here high converfe hold ; 

For who like Stamford her delights admire. 

Like Stamford fhall with fcorn behold 
Th’ unequal bribes of pageantry and gold ; 

> ■ j 

Vol. I. I " Beneath 
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Beneath the Britifh oak’s majdlic fhade. 

Shall fee fair truth, immortal maid, 

Friendlhip in artlefs guife array’d. 

Honour, and moral beauty ihine 

With more attractive charms, with radiance more divine. 

< 

Yes, here alone did higheft heav’n ordain 
The lafting magazine of charms. 

Whatever wins, whatever warms 
, Whatever fancy feeks to lhare, 

' The great, the various, and the fair. 

For ever fhouid remain ! 

Her impulfe nothing may reftrain — ■ 

Or whence the joy ’mid columns, tow’rs, 

’Midft all the city’s artful trim. 

To rear fome breathlefs vapid flow’rs. 

Or Ihrubs fuliginoufly grim : 

From rooms of lilken foliage vain. 

To trace the dun far diftant grove, 

Where fmit with undifiembled pain. 

The wood-lark mourns her abfent love. 

Borne to the dully town from native air. 

To mimic rural life, and foothe fome vapour’d fair. 

But how mull faithlefs art prevail, 

Should all who tafte our joy fincere, 

To virtue, truth or fcience dear. 

Forego a court’s alluring pale. 



For 
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For dimpled brook and leafy grove, 

For that rich luxury of thought they love ! 

Ah no, from thefe the public Iphere requires 
Example for its giddy bands ; 

From thefe impartial heav’n demands 
To fpread the flame itfelf infpires ; 

To fift opinion’s mingled mals, 

Imp refs a nation’s tafte, and bid the fterling pals, 

Happy, thrice happy they, 

Whofe graceful deeds have exemplary Ihone 
Round the gay precindts of a throne. 

With mild effective beams ! 

Who bands of fair ideas bring. 

By folemn grott, or fhady fpring. 

To join their pleafing dreams ! 

Theirs is the rural blifs without alloy. 

They only that deferve, enjoy. 

What tho’ nor fabled dryad haunt their groves 
Nor naiad near their fountains rove. 

Yet all embody’d to the mental fight, 

A train of finding virtues bright 
Shall there the wife retreat allow, [brow. 

Shall twine triumphant- palms to deck the wanderer’s 

And though by faithlefs friends alarm’d. 

Art have with nature -wag’d prefumptruous war ; 
By Seymour’s winning influence charm’d, 

* Jn whom their gifts united fhine, 

I 3 
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No longer fhall their counfels jar. 

’Tis hers to mediate the peace : 

Near PERCY-lodge, with awe-ftruck mien. 
The rebel feeks her lawful queen. 

And havock and contention ceafe. 

I fee the rival pow’rs combine. 

And aid each other’s fair defign ; 

Nature exalt the mound where art lhall build ; 

Art fhape the gay alcove, while nature paints the field.. 

Begin, ye fongfters of the grove ! 

O warble forth your nobleft lay •, 

Where Somerset vouchfafes to rove 
Ye leverets freely fport and play. 

— Peace to the ftrepent horn ! 

Let no harfli difionance difturb the morn. 

No founds inelegant and rude 
Her facred folitudes profane ! 

Unlefs her candour not exclude 
The lowly fhepherd’s votive ftrain, 

Who tunes his reed amidft his rural chear. 

Fearful, yet not averfe, that Somerset fhould hear. 



ODE 
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ODE to MEMORY. 1748. 

O Memory ! celeftial maid ! 

Who glean’d: the flow’rets cropt by time ; 
And, differing not a leaf to fade, 

Preferv’ft the blpfloms of our prime ; 

Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and Lesbia kind. . 

And bring that garland to my fight. 

With which my favour’d crook Hie bound ; 
And bring that wreath of rofes bright 
Which then my feftive temples crown’d. 

And to my raptur’d ear convey 
The gentle things lhe deign’d to fay. 

And fketch with care the mufe’s bow’r. 

Where Isis rolls her filver tide ; 

Nor yet omit one reed or flow’r 

That fhines on Ciierwell’s verdant fide ; 

If fo thou may’ll thofe hours prolong, 

Wh en polifh’d Lycon join’d my fong. 

The fong it ’vails not to recite 

But fure, to foothe our youthful dreams, 
Thofe banks and ftreams appear’d more bright 
Than other banks, than other ftreams : 

I 3 
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Or by thy foftening pencil fhewn,’ 
Afilime they beauties not their own ? 

And paint that fweetly vacant fcene. 
When, all beneath the poplar bough. 
My fpirits light, my foul ferene, 

I breath’d in verfe, one cordial vow 3 
That nothing ihould my foul infpire. 
But friendfhip warm, and love entire. 

Dull to the fenfe of new delight. 

On thee the drooping mufe attends j 
As fome fond lover, robb’d of fight, 
On thy expreffive pow’r depends ; 
Nor would" exchange thy glowing lines, 
To live the lord of all that fliines. 

But let me chafe thofe vows away 
Which at ambition’s flirine I made j 
Nor ever let thy fkill difplay 

Thofe anxious moments, ill repaid i 
Oh ! from my breaft that feafon rafe, 
And bring my childhood in its place. 

Bring me the bells, the rattle bring. 
And bring the hobby I beftrode ; 
When pleas’d, in many a fportive ring,’ 
Around the room I jovial, rode i 
Ev’n let me bid my lyre adieu, ' 

And bring the whiffle that I blew. 



Then 



Then will I mufe, and penfive fay. 
Why did not thefe enjpyments laft 
How fweetly wafted I the, day; 

While innocence allow’d to wafte ? 
Ambition’s toils alike are vain. 

But ah ! for pleafure yield us pain. 
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The Princefs ELIZABETH: 



A Ballad alluding to a ftory recorded of her, 
when fhe was prifoner at Woodstock, 1554. 



W ILL you hear how once repining 
Great Eliza captive lay ? 

Each ambitious thought refigning. 

Foe to riches, pomp, and fway ? 



While the nymphs and fwains delighted 
Tript around in all their pride •, 

Envying joys by others flighted. 

Thus, the royal maiden cry’d. 

“ Bred on plains, or born in vallies. 
Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu ? 

Stranger to the arts of malice, 

Who would ever courts purfue ? 

Malice never taught to treafure, 

Cenfure never taught to bear : 

Love is all the fhepherd’s pleafure j 
Love is all the damfel’s care. 

How can they of humble ftation 
Vainly blame the pow’rs above ? 

Or accufe the difpenfation 

Which allows them all to love ? 



Love 
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Love like air is widely given ; 

Pow’r nor chance can thefe reftrain •, 
Trvieft, nobleft gifts of heaven ! 

Only pureft on the plain ! 

Peers can no fuch charms difcover, 

All in liars and garters dreft, 

As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With his nofegay on his breaft. 

Pinks and rofes in profufion. 

Said to fade when Chloe’s near \ 
■Fops may ufe the fame allufion ; 

But the Ihepherd is fincere. 

Hark to yonder milk-maid linging 
Chearly o’er the brimming pail ; 
Cowflips all around her fpringing 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 

Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo fprightly, look fo fair j 
Never breaft with jewels laden 
Pour a fong fo void of care. 

Would indulgent heav’n had granted 
Me fome rural damlel’s part ! 

All the empire I had wanted 

Then had been my Ihepherd’s heart. 



Then, 
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Theft, with him, o’er hills and mountains. 
Free from fetters, might I rove : 
Fearlefs tafte the cryftal fountains ; 
Peaceful deep beneath the grove. 

Ruftics had been more forgiving ; 

Partial to my virgin bloom : 

None had envy’d me when living ; 

None had triumph’d o’er my tomb.’ 3 




'ODE 



ODE to a Young Lady, 

Somewhat too follicitous about her manner 
of expreffion. 

S U RVE Y, my fair ! that lucid ftream 
Adown the fmiling valley Array j 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream. 

To regulate its winding way ? 

So pleas’d I view thy Alining hair 
In loofe diAievel’d ringlets Row : 

Not all thy art, not all thy care 
Can there one Angle grace beftow. 

Survey again that verdant hill, 

With native plants enamel’d o’er j 
Say, can the painter’s utmoA: Adll 
InArruct one Aow’r to pleafe us more ? 

As vain it were, with artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofe ; 
And oh may Laura, ere Ai'e try,' 

With freAi vermilion paint' the rofe. 

Hark, how the wood-lark’s tuneful throat 
Can every Arudy’d grace excel *, 

Let art conA:rain the rambling note. 

And will Aie, Laura, pleafe fo well ? 

3 Oh 
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Oh ever keep thy native eafe. 

By no pedantic law confin’d ! 

For Laura’s voice is form’d to pleafe. 
So Laura’s words be not unkind. 



I 



NANCY 
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NANCY of the VALE. 
A B A L L A D. 

Nerine Galatea ! thymo mihi dulcior. Hybla ! 
Candidior cygnis, hederd formofior alba / 

T HE weftern fky was purpled o’er 
With every pleafing ray : 

And flocks reviving felt no more 
The fultry heats of day : 

When from an hazle’s artlefs bower 
Soft-warbled Strephon’s tongue ; 

He bleft the fcene, he bleft the hour. 

While Nancy’s praife he fung. 

“ Let fops with fickle falfhood range 
The paths of wanton love. 

While weeping maids lament their change. 
And fadden every grove : 

But endlefs bleflings crown the day 
I faw fair Esham’s dale ! 

* ' 

And every blefiing find its way 
To Nancy of the Vale. 



’Twas 
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’Twas from Avona’s banks the maid 
Diffus’d her lovely beams ; 

And every Ihining glance difplay’d 
The naiad of the ftreams. 

Soft as the wild-duck’s tender young. 

That float on Avon’s tide 

Bright as the water-lily, fprung. 

And glittering near its fide. 

Frefli as the bordering flowers, her bloom : 
Her eye, all mild to view •, 

The little halcyon’s azure plume 
Was never half fo blue. 

Her fhape was like the reed fo fleek, 

So taper, ftrait, and fair ; 

Her dimpled fmiie, her blufhing cheek. 
How charming fweet they were ! 

Far in the winding Vale retir’d, 

This peerlefs bud I found ; 

And fhadowing rocks, and woods conlpir’d 
To fence her beauties round. 

That nature in fo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph fo fweet ! 

Or fortune to her fecret cell 
Conduct my wandering feet ! 



Gay 
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Gay lordlings fought her for their bride. 
But fhe would ne’er incline : 

Prove to your equals true, fhe cry’d. 
As I will prove to mine. 

’Tis Strephon, on the mountain^ brow,’ 
Has won my right good will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow. 

With him I’ll climb the hill.’’ 

Struck with het charms and gentle truths 
I clafp’d the conftant fair ; 

To her alone I gave my youth,' 

And vow my future care. 

And when this vow fhall faithlefs prove,’ 
Or I thofe charms forego ; 

The ftream that faw our tender love, 

That ftream fhall ceafe to flow.’’ 




ODE 
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ODE to INDOLENCE, 1750. 

A H ! why for ever on the wing 

Perfifts my weary’d foul to roam ? 

Why, ever cheated, ftrives to bring 
Or pleafure or contentment home ? 

Thus the poor bird, that draws his name 
From paradife’s honour’d groves, 

Carelefs fatigues his little frame ; 

Nor finds the refting place he loves. 

Lo ! on the rural mofly bed 

My limbs with carelefs eafe reclin’d •, 

Ah, gentle floth ! indulgent Ipread 
The fame foft bandage o’er my mind. 

For why Ihould lingering thought invade, 

Ye.t every worldly proipeft cloy ? 

Lend me, foft floth, thy friendly aid, 

And give me peace, debarr’d of joy. 

Lov’fl: thou yon calm and filent flood. 

That never ebbs, that never flows ; , 

Prote&ed by the circling wood 
From each tempeftuous wind that blows ? 

An 
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An altar on its bank lhall rife* 

Where oft thy votary fhall be found ; 

What time pale autumn lulls the Ikies, 
And fickening verdure fades around » 

Ye bufy race, ye factious train* 

That haunt ambition’s guilty lhrine | 

No more perplex the world in vain. 

But offer here your vows with mine. 

And thou, puiffant queeft ! be kind : 

If e’er I fhar’d thy balmy pow’r ; 

If e’er I fway’d my adtive mind. 

To weave for thee the rural bow’r j 

Diflolve in fleep each anxious cafe } 
Each unavailing figh remove ; 

And only let me wake to fhare 
The fweets of friendfhip and of I0V6 



& 
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ODE to HEALTH, 1730, 



O H E A L T H, capricious maid 1 

Why doft thou lhun my peaceful bow*r. 
Where I had hope to fhare thy pow’r. 

And blefs thy lading aid ? 

I 

Since thou, alas ! art flown. 

It ’vails not whether mufe or grace. 

With tempting fmile, frequent the place : 

I figh for thee alone. 

Age not forbids thy flay ; 

Thou yet might’ft aft the friendly part 
Thou yet might’ll: raife this languid heart > 
Why fpeed fo fwift away ? 

Thou fcorn’ft the city-air ; 

I breathe freih gales o’er furrow’d ground. 

Yet haft not thou my wifhes crown’d, 

O falfe ! O partial fair 1 

I plunge into the wave ; 

And tho’ with pureft hands I raife 
A rural altar to thy praife. 

Thou wilt not deign to fave. 



Amid 
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Amid my well-known grove. 

Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boafted name, and titles fair. 

Why fcorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hear’ft the fportfman’s claim ; 
Enabling him, with idle noife, 

To drown the mufe’s melting voice,. 

And fright the timorous game. 

Is thought thy foe ? adieu 
Ye midnight lamps ! ye curious tomes ! 
Mine eye o’er hills and valley roams. 

And deals no more with you. 

Is it the clime you flee ? 

Yet ’midft his unremitting fnows. 

The poor Laponian’s bofom glows ; 

And fltares bright rays from thee. 

There was, there was a time, • 

When tho’ I fcorn’d thy guardian care. 
Nor made a vow, nor faid a pray’r, 

I did not rue the crime. 

Who then more bleft than I ? 

When the glad fchool-boy’s talk was done, 
And forth, with jocund fprite, I run 
To freedom, and to joy ? 

K 2 
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How jovial then the day ! 

What fince have all my labours found* 
Thus climbing life, to gaze around,; 

That can thy lofs repay ? 

Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 

Methinks no frown that fortune weafs, 
Nor lefien’d hopes, nor growing cares. 
Could fink my chearful mind. 

Whate’er my ftars include i 
What other breafts convert to pain. 

My tow’ring mind Ihould foon difdain. 

Should fcorn Ingratitude l 

\ ' * * 

Repair this mouldering cell, 

And bleft with objetts found at home. 
And envying none their fairer dome. 

How pleas’d my foul fhould dwell ! 

% 

Temperance Ihould guard the doors ; 
From, room to room ihould memory ftray, 
And, ranging all in neat array. 

Enjoy her pleafing ftores 

There let them reft unknown. 

The types of many a pleafing feene ; 

But to preferve them bright or clean. 

Is thine, fair queen ! alone. 
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To a LADY of QUALITY, 



Fitting up her Library, 1738. 
H ! what is fcience, what is art, 



Or what the pleafure thefe impart ? 
Ye trophies which the learn’d purfue 
Through endlefs fruitlefs toils, adieu ! 

■ Whaf can the tedious tomes bellow, 

To foothe .the miferies they Ihow ? 

What, ljke the blifs for him decreed, 

Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed J 

Say, wretched fancy ! thus refin’d 
From all that glads the fimplell hind, , 
How rare that object, which fupplies 
A charm for too difcerning eyes ! 

The polilh’d bard, of genius vain. 
Endures a deeper fenfe of pain : 

As each invading blaft devours 
The richell fruits, the faireft flow’rs. 



Sages, with irkfome wafte of time. 

The lleep afcent of knowledge climb i 
Then, from the tow’ring heights they fcale 
Behold contentment range — the vale 
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- Yet why, Asteria, tell us why 
We fcorn the crowd, when you are nigh ; 
Why then does reafon feem fo fair. 

Why learning then, deferve our care ? 

Who can unpleas’d your Ihelves behold,' 
While you fo fair a proof unfold 
What force the brighteft genius draws 
From polilh’d wifdom’s written laws ? 

Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 
What ftrange perfection bids us own 
That blifs with toilfome fcience dwells. 
And happieft he, who molt excels 3 



UPON 
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U P O N A 

VISIT to the fame in Winter, 1748. 

O N fair Asteria’s blifsful plains, 

Where ever-blooming fancy reigns. 
How pleas’d we pafs the winter’s day ; 

And charm the dull-ey’d fpleen away ! 

No linnet, from the leaflefs bough. 

Pours forth her note melodious now $ 

But all admire Asteria’s tongue. 

Nor wifh the linnet’s vernal fong. 

No flow’rs emit their tranfient rays : 

Yet fure Asteria’s wit difplays 
More various tints* more glowing lines. 

And with perennial beauty fhines. 

Tho’ rifled groves and fetter’d ftreams 
But ill befriend a poet’s dreams : - 
Asteria’s prefence wakes the lyre ; 

And well fupplies poetic fire. 

The fields have loft their lovely dye j 
No chearful azure decks the fky ; 

Y et ftill we blefs the louring day : 

Asteria fmiles — and all is gay. 

K 4 
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Hence let the mufe no more prefume 
To blame the winter’s dreary gloom ; 
Accufe his loitering hours no more -, 

But ah | their envious hafte deplore ! 

For foon, from wit and friendflup’s reign. 
The focial hearth, the fprightly vein, 

I go — to meet the coming year, . 

On favage plains, and deferts drear { 

1 go— to feed on pleafures flown, 

£Jor find the fpring my lofs atone ! 

But ’mid the flowery fweets of May 
\Yith pride recal this winter’s flap, 
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Irregular ODE after Sickness, 1749. 

•Melius^ cum v merit ipfa> canem 

1 • - 

T OO long a ftranger to repofe. 

At length from pain’s abhorred couch I rofe. 
And wander’d forth alone j , j , 

To court once more the balmy breeze, 

And catch the verdure of the trees. 

Ere yet their charms were flown, 

’Twas from a bank with panfles gay 
I hail’d once more the chearful day, 

The fun’s forgotten beams : 

O fun ! how pleafing were thy rays. 

Reflected from the polilh’d face 

Of yon refulgent dreams ! 

/ 

• s 

Rais’d by the fcene my feeble tongue 
Efiay’d again the fweets of fong : 

And thus in feeble drains and flow. 

The loitering numbers ’gan to flow, 

Come, gentle air ! my languid limbs reftore, 

A n d bid me welcome from the Stygian fhore : 

For. 
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For fure I heard the tender fighs, 

I feem’d to join the plaintive cries 
Of haplefs youths, who thro’ the myrtle grove 
Bewail for ever their unfinilh’d love : 

To that unjoyous clime, 

Torn from the fight of thele etherial Ikies ; 
Debarr’d the luftre of their Delia’s eyes j 
And banifh’d in their prime. 

Come, gentle air ! and, while the thickets bloom. 
Convey the jafmin’s breath divine. 

Convey the woodbine’s rich perfume, 

Nor fpare the fweet-leaft eglantine. 

And may’ll thou Ihun the rugged llorm 
Till health her wonted charms explain. 

With rural pleafure in her train. 

To greet me in her fairell form. 

While from this lofty mount I view 
The fons of earth, the vulgar crew. 

Anxious for futile gains beneath me llray, 

And feek with erring Hep contentment’s obvious way. 

Come, gentle air ! and thou celeftial mule. 

Thy, genial flame infule ; 

Enough to lend a penfive bofom aid, 

And gild retirement’s gloomy lhade ; 

Enough to rear fuch rullic lays 
As foes may flight, but partial friends will praife.” 



The 
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The gentle air allow’d my claim ; 

And, more to chear my drooping frame. 

She mix’d the balm of opening flowers ; 

Such as the bee, with chymic powers. 

From Hybla’s fragrant hills inhales. 

Or fcents Sabea’s blooming vales. 

But ah ! the nymphs that heal the penfive mind. 
By prefcripts more refin’d, 

Negledt their votary’s anxious moan : 

Oh, howlhouldthey relieve themufes all wereflown.’ 

By flowery .plain, or woodland {hades, 

I fondly fought the charming maids j 
By woodland fhades, or flow’ry plain, 

I fought them, faithlefs maids ! in vain t 
When lo ! in happier hour, 

I leave behind my native mead, 

To range where zeal and friendfhip lead, ' 

To vifit L * * * *’s honour’d bower. 

Ah foolifh man ! to feek the tuneful maids 
On other plains, or near lefs verdant {hades ; 

Scarce have my footfteps prefs’d the favour’d ground, 
When founds etherial ftrike my ear j 
At once celeftial forms appear ; 

My fugitives are found ! 

The mufes here attune their lyres, 

Ah partial ! with unwonted fires ; 



3 
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Here, hand in hand, with carelefs mien. 

The fportive graces trip the green. 

But whilft I wander’d o’er a fcene fo fair. 

Too well at one furvey I trace. 

How every mufe, and every grace, 

Had long employ’d their care. 

Lurks not a {lone enrich’d with lively {lain. 
Blooms not a flower amid the vernal {lore, 

Falls not a plume on India’s diftant plain. 

Glows not a fhell on Adria’s rocky fhore. 

But torn methought from native land? or feas. 
From their arrangement, gain frelh pow’r to pleafe. 

i 

And fome had bent the wildering maze, 
Bedeckt with every fhrub that blows ; 

And fome entwin’d the willing fprays. 

To fliield th’ illuftrious dame’s repofe ; 
Others had grac’d the fprightly dome. 

And taught the portrait where to glow ; 
Others arrang’d the curious tome ; 

Or ’mid the decorated fpace, 

Aflign’d the laurel’d bu{l a place, 

And given to learning all the pomp of {how. 

And now from every talk withdrawn. 

They met and frilk’d it o’er the lawn, 

Ah ! woe is me, faid I *, 

And * * *’s hilly circuit heard my cry, 



Have 
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Have I for this, with labour ftrove, 

' « 

And lavifli’d all my little ftore 
To fence for you my fhady grove, 

And fcollop every winding fhore ; 

And fringe with every purple rofe, 

The faphire ftream that down my valley flows ? 

Ah ! lovely treacherous maids 1 
To quit unfeen my votive lhades. 

When pale difeafe, and torturing pain 
Had torn me from the breezy iplain. 

And to a reftlefs couch confin’d. 

Who ne’er your wonted tafks declin’d. 

She needs not your officious aid . 

To fvvell the fong, or plan the ftiade ; 

/ 

By genuine fancy fir’d. 

Her native genius guides her hand. 

And while fiie marks the fage command. 
More lovely fcenes her flcill ffiall raife, , . 
Her lyre refound with nobler lays 
Than ever you infpir’d. 

Thus I my rage and grief difplay ; 

But vainly blame, and vainly mourn. 

Nor will a grace or mule return 

Till Luxeorough lead the way. > 



\ 



Written 
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f 

Written in a Flower Book of my own 
Colouring, defigned for Lady Pli- 
mouth. 1753-4. 

Debit a nymphis opifex ccron<e. Hor. 

B RING, Flora, bring thy treafures here, - 
The pride of all the blooming year •, 

And let me, thence, a garland frame. 

To crown this fair, this peerlefs dame ! 

But ah ! fince envious winter lours. 

And Hewell meads refign their flow’rs. 

Let art and friendfhip’s joint eflay 
Diffufe their flow’rets, in her way. 

Not nature can, herfelf, prepare 
A worthy wreath for Lesbta’s hair, 

Whofe temper, like her forehead, fmoothe, 

Whofe thoughts and accents form’d to foothe, 
Whofe pleafing mien, and make refin’d, 

Whofe artlefs breaft, and polilh’d mind. 

From all the nymphs of plain or grove, 

DefeiVd and won my Plimouth’s love. 



A N A C R E- 
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A 

ANACREONTIC. 1738. 

V i A WAS in a cool Aonian glade, 

JL The wanton Cupid, fpent with toil, 
Had fought refrelhment from the Ihade ; 

And ftretch’d. him on die mofiy foil. 

A vagrant mufe drew nigh, and found 
The fubtle traitor fall afleep ; 

And is it thine to fnore profound. 

She faid, yet leave the world to weep ? 

But hulh from this aufpicious hour. 

The world,' I ween, may reft in peace ; 
And robb’d of darts, and ftript of pow’r. 
Thy peevifh petulance decreafe. 

Sleep on, poor child ! whilft I withdraw. 
And this thy vile artillery hide — 

When the Caftalian fount Ihe faw. 

And plung’d his arrows in the tide. 

That magic fount— ill-judging maid ! 

Shall caufe you foon to curfe the day 
You dar’d the fhafts of love invade ; 

And gave his arms redoubled fway. 



For 
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For in a ftream fo wonderous clear* 

, When angry Cupid fearches round, 
Will not the radiant points appear ? 

Will not the furtive Jpoils be found ? 

Too foon they were •, and every dart, 
Dipt in the mufe’s myftic fpring. 
Acquir’d new force to wound the heart ; 
Ahd taught at once to love and fing. 

Then farewel ye Pierian quire ; 

For who will now your altars throng ? 
From love we learn to fwell the lyre j 
And. echo alks no fweeter fortg. 



DDF/ 
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J 



ODE. Written 173 9. 

I 

^ ♦ \ t 

Urit fpes animi credula mutui. Hor. 

5/T^WAS not by beauty’s aid. alone, 

JL That love ufurp’d his airy throne. 
His boafted pow’r difplay’d : 

’Tis kindnefs that fecures his aim, 

’Tis hope that feeds the kindling flame. 
Which beauty firft convey’d. 

In Clara’s eyes, the lightnings view; 
Her lips with all the rofe’s hue 
Have all its fweets combin’d ; 

Yet vain the blulh, and faint the fire, 

’Till lips at once, and eyes confpire 
To prove the charmer kind 

I 

Tho’ wit might gild the tempting fnare, 
With fofteft accent, fweeteft air. 

By envy’s felf admir’d ; 

If Lesbia’s wit betray’d her fcorn,.- 
In vain might every grace adorn 
What every mufe infpir’d. 



Vol. I. 



L 



Thus 
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/ 

Thus airy Strephon tun’d his lyre 

He fcorn’d the pangs of wild defire, r % 
Which love-fick fwains endure : 
Refolv’d to brave the keeneft dart ; 

Since frowns could never wound his heart. 

And fmiles ‘muft ever cure. 

\ 

But ah 1 how falfe thefe maxims prove. 
How frail fecurity from love, > 

Experience hourly fhows ! 

Love can imagin’d fmiles fupply. 

On every charming lip and eye 
Eternal fweets beftows. 

In vain we.truft the fair-one’s eyes; 

In vain the fage explores the Ikies, 

To learn from ftars his fate : 

’Till led by fancy wide aftray. 

He finds no planet mark his way ; 
Convinc’d and wife too late. 

As partial to their words we prove ; 

Then boldly join the lifts of love. 

With towering hopes fupply’d : 

So heroes, taught by doubtful fhrines, 
Miftook their deity’s defigns ; 

Then took the field— —and dy’d. 



The 
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The DYING KID. 



Optima quaque dies miferis mortalibus avi 
Prima fugit ' ' ViRG. 

A Tear bedews my Delia’s eye, 

To think yon playful kid mud die ; 
From cryftal fpring, and flowery mead, 

Muft, in his prime of life, recede ! 

Erewhile, in fportive circles round 

She faw him wheel, and frilk, and bound j 

From rock to rock purfue his way, 

And, on the fearful margin, play. 

Pleas’d on his various freaks to dwell, 

She faw him climb my ruftic cell ; 

Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright. 

And feem all ravifh’d at the fight. 

I 

She tells, with what delight he flood. 

To trace his features in the flood : 

Then Ikip’d aloof with quaint amaze ; 

t 

And then drew near again to gaze. 

She tells me how with eager fpeed 
He flew, to hear my vocal reed •, 

And how, with critic face profound. 

And ftedfaft ear, devour’d the found. 

L 2 His 
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His every frolic, light as air, 

Deferves the gentle Delia’s care j 
And tears bedew her tender eye. 

To think the playful kid muft die. 

* 

But knows my Delia, timely wife. 

How loon this blamelefs sera flies ? 

While violence and craft fucceed ; 

Unfair defign, and ruthlefs deed ! 

Soon would the vine his wounds deplore. 
And yield her purple gifts no more ; 

Ah foon, eras’d from eveiy grove 

Were Delia’s name, and Strephon’s love. 

No more thofe bow’rs might Strephon fee. 
Where firft he fondly gaz’d on thee ; 

No more thofe beds of flow’rets find. 

Which for thy charming brows he twin’d. 

Each wayward pafiion foon would tear 
His bofom, now fo void of care ; 

And, when they left his ebbing vein, 

What, but infipid age, remain ? 

/ 

Then mourn not the decrees of fate. 

That gave his life fo Ihort a date •, 

And I will join thy tendereft fighs. 

To think that youth fo fwiftly flies ! 



SONGS, 
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SONGS, written chiefly between the 
Year 1737 and 1742. 

} , 

SONG I. 

I Told my nymph, I told her true. 

My fields were fmall, my flocks were few ; 
While faultering accents fpoke my fear. 

That Flavia might not prove fincere. 

% * 

'1 

Of crops deftroy’d by vernal cold. 

And vagrant Iheep that left my fold : 

Of thefe fhe heard, yet bore to hear ; 

And is not Flavia then fincere ? 

How chang’d by fortune’s fickle wind. 

The friends I lov’d became unkind, 

She heard, and filed a generous tear ■, 

And is not Flavia then fincere? 

How, if flie .deign’d my love to blefs. 

My Flavia mult not hope for drefs ; 

This too fhe heard, and fmil’d to hear ; 

And Flavia fure rnuft be fincere, 

j 

Go ftiear your flocks, ye jovial fwains. 

Go reap the plenty of your plains j 
Defpoil’d of all which you revere, 

I know my Fl avia’s love fincere. 

L 3 



SONG 
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SONG II. The Landskip. 

H O W pleas’d within my native bowers 
Erewhile I pafs’d the day ! 

Was ever fcene fo deck’d with flowers ? 
Were ever flowers fo gay ? 

How fweetly fmil’d the hill, the vale. 

And all the landfkip round ! 

The river gliding down the dale ! 

The hill with beeches crown’d ! 

But now, when urg’d by tender woes 
I fpeed to meet my dear, 

That hill and ftream my zeal oppofe. 

And check my fond career. 

No more, fince Daphne was my theme. 
Their wonted charms I fee : 

That verdant hill, and filver ftream, 

Divide my love and me. 



SONG 
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SONG III. 

Y E gentle nymphs and generous dames. 
That rule o’er every Britilh mind ; 

Be fure ye foothe their amorous flames, 

Be fure your laws are not unkind. 

For hard it is to wear their bloom 
In unremitting fighs away : 

To mourn the night’s oppreflive gloom. 
And faintly blefs the riflng day* 

And cruel ’twere a free-born fwain, 

. A Britilh youth Ihould vainly moan $ v 
Who fcornful of a tyrant’s chain. 

Submits to yours, and yours alone. 

\ v 

Nor pointed fpear, nor links of Heel, 

Could e’er thofe gallant minds fubdue. 
Who beauty’s wounds with pleafure feel. 
And boaft the fetters wrought by you. 



L 4 
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SONG IV. The Sky-Lark, 

G O, tuneful bird, that glad’ft the Ikies, 
To Daphne’s window fpeed thy way ; 
And there on quiv’ring pinions rife. 

And there thy vocal art difplay. 

And if fhe deign thy notes to hear. 

And if fhe praife thy matin fong, ■ 

Tell her the founds that foothe her ear. 

To Damon’s native plains belong. 

P ' 

Tell her, in livelier plumes array’d, 

The bird from Indian groves may fhine \ 
But afk the lovely partial maid. 

What are his notes compar’d to thine ? 

Then bid her treat yon witlefs beau. 

And all his flaunting race with fcorn ; 

And lend an ear to Damon’s woe, 

- * v * 

Yfho fings her praife, and fings forlorg, 



SONG 



I J 53 ] 



SONG V f 



4h ! ego non aliter triftes evincere morbos 
Optarem , quam te fie quoque velle patent, 

O N every tree, in every plain, 

I trace the jovial fpring in vain j 
A fickly languor veils mine eyes, 

And fall my waning vigor flies. 

Nor flow’ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That fmile on others, fmile on me ; 

Mine eyes from death fhall court repofe, 
Nor fhed a tear before they clofe, 

What blifs to me can. feafons bring ? 

Or, what the needlefs pride of fpring ? ' 
The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year. 

\ 

’Tis true, my vine fo frelh and fair, 
Might claim awhile my wonted care y 
My rural ftore fome pleafure yield •, 

So white a flock, fo green a field ! 

P 



My 
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My friends, that each in kindnefs vie. 
Might well expert one parting figh ; 
Might well demand one tender tear; 

For when was Damon unlincere? 

But ere I afk once more to view 
Yon.fetting fun his race renew, . 

Inform me, fwains ; my friends, declare. 
Will pitying Delia join the prayer ? 




* 



SONG 



SONG VI. The Attribute of Venus 



Y E S ; Fulvia is like Venus fair ; 

Has all her bloom, and fhape, and air 
But ftill, to perfect every grace. 

She wants — the fmile upon her face. 

The crown majeftic Juno wore ; 

And Cynthia’s brow the crefcent bore, 

An helmet mark’d Minerva’s mien, 

* \ 

But fmiles diftinguilh’d beauty’s queen. 

f 

Her train was form’d of fmiles and loves. 
Her chariot drawn by gentled doves ; 

And from her zone, the nymph may find, 
’Tis beauty’s province to be kind. 

Then fmile, my fair ; and all whofe aim 
Alpires to paint the Cyprian dame. 

Or bid her breathe in living ftone. 

Shall take their forms from you alone. ' ' 
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SONG VII. 1744. 



T HE lovely Delia fmiles again ! 

That killing frown has left her brow ; 
Can fhe forgive my jealous pain, 

And give me back my angry vow ? 

Love is an April’s doubtful day : 

Awhile we fee the tempeft low’r 5 
Anon the radiant heav’n furvey. 

And quite forget the flitting fiiow’r. 

The flow’rs, that hung their languid head,' 
Are burnilh’d by the tranfient rains ; 

The vines their wonted tendrils fpread, 

And double verdure gilds the plains. 

The fprightly birds, that droop’d no lef? 

Beneath the pow’r of rain and wind. 

In every raptur’d note, exprefs 

The joy I feel— when thou art kind. 



SONG 



[ i57 3 



SONG VIII. i74 2 * 

W HEN bright Roxana treads the green. 
In all the pride of drefs and mien j 
Averfe to freedom, love, and play. 

The dazzling rival of the day : - 
None other beauty ftrikes mine eye, 

The lilies droop, the rofes die. 

But when, declaiming art, the fair 
Affumes a foft engaging air ; 

Mild as the opening morn of May, 

Familiar, friendly, free and gay : 

The fcene improves', where’er fhe goes. 

More fweetly fmile the pink and rofe. 

O lovely maid ! propitious hear. 

Nor deem thy fhepherd infincere ; 

Pity a wild illufive flame. 

That varies objefts {till the fame : 

And let their very changes prove 
The never- vary’d force of love. 






SONG 
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SONG IX. 1743. Valentine’s Dav. 

5 MS faid that under diftant flues, 



Nor you the fail deny j 
What firft attracts an Indian’s eyes 



May to the waking Twain difclofe 
The regent of the day. 

Perhaps a plant in yonder grove. 



May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove, 
Where blooms the fov’reign flow’r. 

Perch’d on the cedar’s topmoft bough. 
And gay with gilded wings. 
Perchance, the patron of his vow. 
Some artlefs linnet fings. 

t 

The Twain furveys her pleas’d, afraid. 
Then low to earth he bends ; 

And owns upon her friendly aid, 

His health, his life depends. 




Becomes his deity. 



Perhaps a lily, or a role, 

That fhares the morning’s ray. 



Enrich’d with fragrant pow’r. 



Vain 
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Vain futile idols, bird or flow’r. 

To tempt a votary’s pray’r !— — 
How would his humble homage tow’r 
Should he behold my Fair ! 

Yes — might the pagan’s waking eyes. 
O’er Flavia’s beauty range, 

He there would fix his lafting choice, 
Nor dare, nor wifh to change. 
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/ 



SONG X. 1743. 

T H E fatal hours are wonderous near, 

That, from thefe fountains, bear my dear 3 
A little fpace is giv’n ; in vain ; 

She robs my fight, and iliuns the plain. 

A little fpace, for me to prove 
My boundlefs flame, my endlefs love j 
And like the train of vulgar hours. 

Invidious time that fpace devours. 

Near yonder beech is Delia’s way. 

On that I gaze the livelong day ; 

No eaftern monarch’s dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes afide. 

The chief, that knows of fuccours nigh. 

And fees his mangled legions die, 

Cafts not a more impatient glance. 

To fee the loitering aids advance. 

Not more, the fchool-boy that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To fee fome friend’s familiar face. 

Or meet a parent’s laft embrace 

She 
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She comes — but ah ! what crouds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair enclofe ; 

Oh ! better hadft thou fhun’d the green. 

Oh Delia ! better far unfeen. 

Methinks, by ali my tender fears,' 

By all my fighs, by all my tears, 

I might from torture now be free— ■ 

’Tis more than death to part from thee ! 



Vol. I. 



M 
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SONG XI. 1744. 

, «. 

P erhaps it is not love, raid 1, 

That melts my foul when Flavia’s nigh 
Where wit and fenfe like her’s agree. 

One may be pleas’d, and yet be free. 

The beauties of her polifh’d mind. 

It needs no lover’s eye to find ; 

The hermit freezing in his cell, 

Might wifli the gentle Flavia well. 

It is not love — averfe to bear 
The ferviie chain that lovers wear j 
Let, let me all my fears remove. 

My doubts dilpel — it is not love— 

Oh ! when did wit fo brightly fhine 
In any form lefs fair than thine ? 

It is — it is love’s fubtle fire, 

And under friendfhip lurks defire. ' 



SON 
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SONG XII. 1744, 



O ’ER defert plains, and rufhy meers, 
And wither’d heaths I rove •, 

Where tree, nor fpire, nor cot appears,’ 

I pafs to meet my love. 

But tho’ my path were damafk’d o’er 
With beauties e’er fo fine ; 

My bufy thoughts would fly before’ 

To fix alone — on thine. 

No fir-crown’d hills cou’d give delight, 

No palace pleafe mine eye: 

No pyramid’s aerial height, 

Where mouldering monarchs lie. 

Unmov’d, fhould Ealtern kings advance j 
Could I the pageant fee : 

Splendour might catch one fcornful glance. 
Not fteal one thought from thee. 



M H 
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SONG XIII. The Scholar’s Relapse. 



B Y the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill. 

Where whifper’d the beech, and where murmur’d 
I vow’d to the mufes my time and my care, £the rill ; 

Since neither cou’d win me the fmiles of my fair. 

Free I rang’d like the birds, like the birds free I fung. 
And Delia’s lov’d name fcarceefcap’d from my tongue : 
But if once a fmooth accent delighted my ear, 

I Ihou’d wilh, unawares, that my Delia might hear. 

t 

With faireft ideas my bofom I ftorki, 

Allufive to none but the nymph I ador’d ! 

And the more I with ftudy my fancy refin’d, 

The deeper impreffion flie made on my mind. 

So long as of nature the charms I purfue, 

I ftill muft my Delia’s dear image renew : 

The graces have yielded with Delia to rove. 

And the mufes are all in alliance with love. 



SONG 
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SONG XIV. The Rose-Bud, 

S EE, Daphne, fee, Florelio cry’d. 
And. learn the fad eftefts of pride 
Yon flielter’d rofe, how fafe conceal’d ! 

How quickly blafted, when reveal’d ! 

1 

The fun with warm attraflive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze : 

A gale fucceeds from Eaftern fkies, 

And all its blulhing radiance dies. 

So you, my fair, of charms divine ; 

Will quit the plains too fond to Ihine 
Where fame’s tranfporting rays allure, 

Tho’ here more happy, more fecure. 

The breath of fome neglefted maid 
Shall make you figh you left the fhade : 

A breath to beauty’s bloom unkind. 

As, to the rofe, an Eaftern wind. 

The nymph reply’d — You firft, my fwain, 
Confine your fonnets to the plain ; 

One envious tongue alike difarms. 

You, of your wit, me, of my charms. - 
M 3 



What 
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What is, unknown, the poet’s fkill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
What, unadmir’d, a charming mien, 
Or what the rofe’s blufh, unfeen ? 



SONG XV. Winter. 1746. 

t 



N O more, ye warbling birds, rejoice: 
Of all that chear’d the plain. 

Echo alone preferves her voice. 

And Ihe — repeats my pain. 

Where’er my lovefick limbs I lay. 

To Ihun the rulhing wind, 

Its bufy murmur feems to fay, 

“ She never will be kind !” 

9 

The naiads, o’er their frozen urns. 

In icy chains repine •, 

And each in fullen filence mourns 
Her freedom loft, like mine ! 

Soon will the fun’s returning rays 
• The chearlefs froft controul ; 

When will relenting Delia chafe 
The winter of my foul ? 

3 
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SONG XVI. Daphne’s Vifit. 

v ■ - * ^ 

Y E birds ! for whom I rear’d the grove. 

With melting lay falute my love : 

My Daphne with your notes detain : 

Or I have rear’d my grove in vain. 

Ye flow’rs ! before her footfteps rife ; 

Difplay at once your brighteft dyes ; 

That Ihe your opening charms may fee : 

Or what were all your charms to me ? 

Kind Zephyr ! brulh each fragrant flow’r, 

And Ihed its odours round my bow*r : 

Or never more, O gentle wind. 

Shall I, from thee, refrefhment find. 

Ye ftreams ! if e’er your banks I lov’d. 

If e’er your native founds improv’d. 

May each foft murmur foothe my fair : 

Or oh ! ’twill deepen my defpair. 

And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine furrounds. 

May Daphne praife thy peaceful gloom j 
Or thou lhalt prove her Damon’s tomb. 

M 4 SONG 
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SONG XVII. Written in a Collection 
of Bacchanalian Songs. 



A DIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old care in floods of wine ^ 
And, as your dazled eye-balls roll, 

Difcern him ftruggling in the bowl. 

Not yet is hope !fo wholly flown, 

Not yet is thought fo tedious grown. 

But limpid ftream and fhady tree 
Retain, as yet, fome fweets for me. 

I 

And fee, thro’ yonder filent grove. 

See yonder does my Daphne rove : 

With pride her foot-fteps I purfue, 

And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

The foie confufion I admire. 

Is that my Daphne’s eyes infpire : 

I fcorn the madnefs you approve. 

And value reafon next to love. 



SONG 
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SONG XVIII. Imitated from the French. 



Y ES, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I ftray’d 
But ftiort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ! 

In the bloom of her youth to a cloyfter ihe run ; 

In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun ! 
Ill-grounded, no doubt, a devotion muft prove 
So fatal to beauty, fo killing to love ! 

Yes, thefe are the meadows, the ftirubs and the plains ; 
Once the fcene of my pleafures, the fcene of my pains ; 
How many foft moments I fpent in this grove ! 

How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love! 
Be Hill tho’, my heart ! thine emotion give o’er; 
Remember, the feafon of love is no more, 

With her how I ftray’d amid fountains and bo\Y’rs, 

Or loiter’d behind and collected the flow’rs ! 

Then breathlefs with ardor my fair-one purfu’d. 

And to think with what kindnefs my garland ftie view’d! 
But be ftill, my fond heart ! this emotion give o’er ; , 
Fain wouldft thou forget thou muft love her no more. 



. > 
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The HALCYON. 

W HY o’er the verdant banks of ooze 
Does yonder halcyon fpeed fo fait; 
’Tis all becaufe fhe would not lofe 
Her fav’rite calm that will not laft. 

The fun with azure paints the Ikies, 

The ftream reflects each flow’ry fpray ; 
And frugal of her time, fhe flies 
To take her fill of love and play. 

See her, when rugged Boreas blows,- 
Warm in fome rocky cell remain ; 

To feek for pleafure, well fhe knows, 
Would only then enhance the pain. t 

Defcend, fhe cries, thou hated fhow’r. 
Deform my limpid waves to-day. 

For I have chofe a fairer hour 
To take my fill of love and play. 

DELIA You too, my Sn . vt .vs fore will own 
Life’s azure feafons fvviftly roll : 

And when our youth, or health is flown, 
To think of love but fhocks the foul. 






Could 
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Could Damon but deferve thy charms. 
As thou art Damon’s only theme ; 
He’d fly as quick to Delia’s arms, 

As yonder halcyon flams the ftream. 



